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The Start of Something New 


Author's Notes: 
This story includes cameos of the boys of Poison, along with my original characters and also a bit of Stargate 


thrown in. 


Henderson, Nevada Late May 1985 
The seventeen-year-old sat at his desk in his last class, sapphire blue eyes glued on to the face of the clock; 
there were two minutes left. Two minutes left of his senior year in high school. Two minutes left of being a 


child for all intents and purposes. 


The hand on the clock seemed to move in slow motion. Every eye in the class was fixated on the long slender 


red sweeper moving with agonizing slowness toward the top of the clock. 
One minute! 


Why did they have to wait? What difference did one minute make? For that matter, what difference had the 


whole week made? Aside from a few last tests and turning in their textbooks, they had done basically nothing 
but play games and watch movies! Hell, he could have been using this time to work on the songs he needed to 


learn for this summer's tour! 


Nicholas Eden sat back in his seat thinking that this summer was going to be the best of his young life. He 
was going on a miracle chance-of-a-lifetime tour with his brother's rock band ‘Eden’ as their lead guitarist 
and co-vocalist. He couldn't believe that they had actually won the chance to tour ‘with a well known group’, 
even though they didn't know yet whom they would be supporting. Personally he didn't think they would be too 
well known. No one like Van Halen or Sammy Hagar he was sure, although that would be more than amazing. No, 
Nick thought it would be someone much lesser known, but still! Just the thought of their band playing to more 
than a high school dance, dingy bar, or neighborhood party would be beyond what any of them had dared to 
hope for! 


At 2:24 pm the final bell rang and the class of graduating seniors swarmed out of classrooms all over the 
school amid much whooping and hollering, lockers slamming, sheets of notebook paper being thrown in the air to 
rain down like giant confetti as they made their way to lockers or running down the halls, (who cared about 
the no running rule on the last day?), or stopping to talk to teachers. Most hurried out of the school into the 
bright warm late May afternoon heading for the buses or the student parking lot. Some stood in small groups 
to sign yearbooks and say goodbye to friends. Everyone was talking excitedly about the Class of 1985 


graduation ceremony that would take place in two days. 


Nick walked over to his locker and grabbed the few items still left inside. He took down the picture of his 
sweetheart, the girl that had been his steady girlfriend since sophomore year, Greta Simons. He smiled at the 
photo in his hand. He thought she was the prettiest girl in the school with her long, curly, caramel blonde hair 
that shone with gold highlights. Her smile lit up a room and her legs were long enough to stop traffic when she 
wore those short skirts and tight jeans he so loved on her; and her eyes .. Lord he could happily drown in 
those honey gold eyes of hers .. but more than her physical beauty, he loved her inner beauty. She was a 
caring, strong, self-assured, confident, and insanely smart young woman She wanted to be an anthropologist 
and he knew that she would. She had a full scholarship to Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island in the 
fall. Nick was so proud and excited for her and yet he knew that he'd miss her terribly when they went off to 
separate colleges. He was going to the University of North Las Vegas to study physics and music. They would 
be on opposite coasts and three time zones apart. He knew that one day he would marry her, but not just yet. 


They both had things they wanted to do before marriage. 


Nick shoved his things into his backpack and closed the metal locker door for the last time. His eyes swept up 
to catch sight of Greta across the crowded and noisy hallway talking with two of her friends. He slung his pack 


over one shoulder and made his way over to her as her friends walked away. 


"Hey sweetheart, you ready?" he asked reaching out to take the notebook she held in one hand while she dialed 


the combination lock to open her locker. 


"Thanks, and | will be in a sec. Do you have rehearsal now or do | actually get to spend some time with you?" 


she asked only half teasing. Nick had been working on their set of songs for the last month with every spare 


minute he had. She knew that he wanted to be perfect especially on the original songs his brother wrote. 
"| have rehearsal in about an hour. | thought we could grab something to eat before." 


She smiled and rolled her eyes, "Should have known you'd be hungry, it's been what, two whole hours since 
lunch?" 


"Hey I'm a growing lad, aye?" he chuckled. She closed the locker and he slung his arm about her shoulders as 
they headed to the parking lot exit. Nick had a very unique accent coming from his English bred father and 


southern belle mother. 


"You get much taller and you won't be able to fit in a cockpit," she teased him yet knew that was a real 


concern for a hopeful military pilot. He was already b'3". Six foot five was the maximum for a military pilot 


Nick sighed and hoped that wouldn't happen. He loved to fly, had dreams of becoming the first Marine fighter 
pilot/rock star. He loved playing the guitar and singing just as much or more than flying. 


"Yo Nick!" a voice called out. Nick turned to see his best friend Kenny Andrews hurrying toward them. "You on 
your way to rehearse?" he asked. He had his guitar case in hand as Ken was the band's bass player. 


"After preventing starvation," Greta replied playfully jabbing Nick's slender waist. "The poor dear will blow over 
in a stiff breeze if he doesn't get some sustenance soon" 


The two boys were about the same height and both were slender as reeds, with broad shoulders and the 
beginnings of washboard abs. They were opposite in looks and coloring. Nick had thick wavy chestnut brown hair 
and intense eyes as clear and blue as the finest sapphires. Ken's hair was fine straight dark blonde liberally 
sun-streaked and warm hazel eyes. Both wore their hair long; almost to the middle of their shoulders. Nick 
generally opted to tie his back out of the way unless he was playing a gig. Ken liked to have his wild and free 
much to his Army father's chagrin. Still those long sun kissed locks were the envy of many girls. Where Ken 
was fair and burned easily, Nick tanned beautifully. 


The trio exited the school and headed over to the parking lot where Ken had his car. They would grab some 
burgers and then head over to Nick's older brother's place for rehearsal. Greta decided that she'd join them 
since for once she didn't need to study for anything. 


About an hour later, the three arrived at TJ Eden's small house that he shared with the middle Eden brother, 


Jon. 


Anthony Eden Jr. or ‘TJ' was the oldest at 24 and acted as the band manager. He played guitar and shared 
lead vocals with Nick He was the spitting image of their father Anthony Eden Sr. with dark brown wavy hair 
and blue eyes. He was bent over the little table on the far side of the apartment that served as the dining 


room, looking over a scattering of paper. 


"Geez look who decided to arrive finally," teased 22 year-old Jim Carson. He played keyboard, and tended to be 
one of the more thoughtful of the group. 


"You didn't save anything?" asked their drummer, Jack Summers eyeing the restaurant drink cup Nick held. The 


21 year old was in a constant state of hunger, or so it seemed to the others. 

Greta held out a small paper bag and watched amused as Jack's light green eyes lit up in appreciation. In one 
smooth motion, he took the bag from her, opened and dug out the burger and was eating it before anyone 
could see him remove the wrapper. 

Chuckling Greta shook her head and said, "You're welcome." 

"Fanks," came the muffled reply as he closed his eyes and chewed in utter bliss. 


"Dude, that is disgusting," his best friend and roommate said. 


"You aren't used to that by now, Jimmy?" Nick asked plopping down on the sofa and setting his drink cup on 
the small end table to his right. 


"l'm used to ignoring him when | can," Jim retorted before returning his attention to his music. 


There were general snickers and guffaws as Greta and Ken took seats where they could find room. 


"About time you lot got here," TJ said in a tone like their father Anthony Eden Sr. He and middle brother Jon, 
strode into the tiny living area which they had converted into a rehearsal space, "What took you so long?" 


"Had to prevent starvation," Ken replied as he opened his case and began to tune his bass. 


"You said 3:30 and its only 3:20," Nick said looking at his brothers, both looked like they were about to burst 
with news. "What's going on?" 


"Well we have a bit of news," TJ said his blue eyes sparkling. 

The group sat down facing the two elder Eden brothers. "So as you know, Zach had to quit since he was 
offered a job at his dad's company and that is why we brought on Nicky full time." TJ couldn't contain his grin 
"And that before he left, he submitted a tape we made a couple months ago to this contest for a chance to 
open for a North American tour, which we won and you also already know about. What we didn't know was 
*who* we would be opening for." 


The young men all leaned forward in expectation 


"Well who?" Jack asked hating suspense. "I'll go on tour with Lita Ford,” he grinned. 


"Pat Benatar!" Mark Peterson supplied looking up from the piece of equipment he was working on. Everyone 
know about his infatuation for the female rocker. 


"Oh Vixen!" Jack chimed in. "Man those girls are hot!" 


"Well if you lot would stop guessing I'll tell you," TJ said with what he felt was more maturity. He paused for a 


few more seconds until Jon elbowed him in the ribs. 
"How does Bon Jovi and Poison sound?" Jon jumped in when TJ kept stalling. 


There was a split second of stunned disbelief before the boys fell over laughing. "Yeah, right, good one!" Ken 
laughed. 


"Who the hell is Poison?" Mark asked. 

"A band out of LA. Pretty damn good too," Jon replied. 

“Actually they are from Pennsylvania. Went to LA couple years go to try and make it," Nick said. He ran his 
fingers through his hair in an attempt to get the hair out of his eyes. "Okay, | can see us opening for someone 
like them, they are relatively unknown, but Bon Jovi? You have got to be having us on Teej. They have made 
two albums and a bunch of music videos that get played all the time on MTV," Nick said skeptically. 

"| thought so too until this came in the mail," TJ waved an envelope in the air and handed it to his brother. 

It was a contract for a full three month North American tour with their band opening for the other two 
bands; Bon Jovi, naturally would receive top billing. The pay would be minimal, compared to tour standards but 


the exposure would be invaluable. 


"Did you have Dad look at this?" Nick asked knowing that their father would have his lawyer check everything 


out to make sure the boys wouldn't be taken advantage of. 
"Yeah and his lawyer said it was a good deal. So what do you guys think?" 


The room was silent for a nano-second before the guys jumped up and started cheering, slapping each other 


on the back and shaking hands. Nick looked like he was going to pass out or be sick. 

"You okay pal?" Ken asked, his hazel eyes sparkling with excitement. 

Nick looked at his friend and said a little faintly, "Yeah. Man | can't believe this, Bon Jovi? We are going to go on 
tour with Bon Jovi? Kenny, what if I'm not ready for this? | mean, this is big, aye? Its not just dances and 


garage parties." 


"Nick, you're good, hell you're better than the lot of us put together and far better than Zach was. This could 


be our break bubba! You've always said you wanted to be a rock star and now we might just get a shot at it!" 


Nick nodded still faintly sick to his stomach at the giant leap they would be taking. He didn't advertise it, but he 
was a huge Bon Jovi fan. He liked their style as it was very similar to their own and Nick studied Richie 
Sambora's technique every chance he got. Of course Sambora wasn't his only influence, he also couldn't get 


enough of Eddie Van Halen, Tommy Shaw, Steve Vai, and Jeff Beck amoungst others. 


It took quite a while for the guys to settle down and get to work. They had a tour to get ready for! 


Chapter 2 - On The Road 


Over the next three weeks, after graduation and the parties that came with it, the boys spent every second 
they could rehearsing and getting as much gear together as they could afford. Even though the Eden boys 
came from a well to do family, their father was owner of an aviation company, the boys had to purchase all 


of their own instruments and equipment with the money earned from their part-time jobs. 


Anthony Eden Sr. felt that this would teach them how to survive on what they earned and to budget and give 
them a sense of accomplishment. That said, Anthony did gift the boys with a new van for the tour as no one 
had a vehicle large enough to carry them along with all of their instruments and equipment. It would still be a 


tight fit, but it would be good reliable transportation. 


Soon the day came for them to leave for LA and meet up with the other two bands at their first gig 
together. The five hour drive from their hometown in Henderson, Nevada was uneventful. It was hot and sunny 
for the drive and music blared from the van's speakers. They navigated through the congestion of Los Angeles 
traffic with Mark acting as navigator, the map of the city spread out, his finger traced the route as they 
went along. With only a few missed turns and a five mile long back-track, they finally found the motel where 
they would be spending the night. Once registered, they dropped off their luggage and headed to the venue 
where they would meet up with the promoter, set up their equipment for their first gig that evening, and 
meet the other bands. 


It was just after 2 pm and the burgers Nick had for lunch felt like a brick in his stomach when they stopped 
in front of the rather rundown looking club called The Central (later to be known as The Viper Room). The dark 
grey exterior looked drab and foreboding. It looked dirty and there were homeless people leaning up against the 
side of the building sleeping. Inside was much larger than it appeared from the outside. The lighting was dim 
but there were various neon signs that threw colorful spots of light about the space. A few people were going 
about their business of wiping down tables, setting up glasses, and refilling condiments while disjointed notes 
from guitars and thumps of a bass drum echoed through the place that was now almost devoid of the pulse 
pounding excitement that would flow through the place in less than eight hours. There were empty tables 
scattered over the large scared wood floor where a tired looking young woman in a very short skirt and 
shredded tee shirt with the club's logo fell off one shoulder, refilled salt and pepper shakers. There was a good 
ten feet of empty space between the tables and the stage to allow for dancing or the throngs of cheering 


partiers. 


The stage was lit up brightly highlighting the band that currently set up equipment and tuned instruments. 
Nick didn't recognize them and figured that they were Poison 


The boys were soon greeted by the club owner who showed them where they could get ready for the show 
and where to bring their gear. 


Nick and the rest of the guys were in various stages of amazement and nervousness. They were all trying to 


be macho and act like this wasn't nearly as big and awesome as it was. They were casually dressed, just 


wearing jeans and tee shirts or tank tops and tennis shoes. Steve Robertson, the owner led the band backstage 
where people were hurrying back and forth hauling amps, instruments, and cables. They stopped when Steve 
called out and waved over a group of young men. The Eden band instantly recognized them as Bon Jovi and 
Nick stared at the young man that was just a couple years older than he was. Steve introduced the guys and 
when it came to actually shaking hands with Jon Bon Jovi, Nick felt as if he'd just met his best friend. John 
Francis Bongiovi Jr. was just as down to earth and friendly as he'd heard and it didn't take long for the Eden 


band to feel welcomed. 


It also didn't take long for their nerves to come back full force when they were asked to set up and do their 
sound check. After hearing Poison play and how professional they seemed to the untried Edens, they began to 
wonder what they had gotten themselves into. All except for Nick, he was calm and reminded them of their 
dream and if they could play some of the rough intimate places they had been over the last 3 years, then 
they could certainly handle this. 


Nick didn't know where this sudden calm came from, he'd been just as starstruck as the others but then he 
realized that the others were just kids like he was. Granted they had more experience in this whole rock band 
thing, but aside from that, they were all trying to do the same thing. That was what calmed him down enough 
to allow him to focus on what they were to do. For Nick, music wasn't just a means to an end. Sure, he wanted 
to be a famous rock star, what kid didn't? He liked the idea of fame and fortune, but his passion was letting 
that music out to do the magic for other people that he felt inside him every time he picked up his guitar. 


"Guys, this is what we've been working for, aye?" he said to his friends. "Lets just show these guys that they 


made the right choice in us." 

It was enough of a boost for them to take the stage, get set up, and perform their entire 5 song set. 

After everyone was done and getting ready to find a place for dinner, Nick saw Jon Bon Jovi come up to him. 
"Hey dude, you guys really rock, you know that?" the 23 year old rocker said 


"Yeah? Thanks. You too. | have both of your albums," Nick said in a bit of a rush. He flushed realizing he 


sounded more like a fan. 


Jon smiled and hitched up one leg to sit on the edge of the raised drum platform. "When our manager, Doc, 
proposed that contest to find a good opening band, | never thought that we'd actually find anyone. Sure there 
are good bands out there, but no one really fit us, ya know? There was just something that was off until we 
heard your tape. You guys were not only the best musically but you also have a similar sound to us and 
Poison | think this is going to be a great relationship." 


That surprised Eden but he took the praise gracefully. "Thanks, We're certainly excited for this opportunity.” 


Bon Jovi cocked his head to the side and studied the younger man before him. "So you're the younger brother, 
right? 


"Yeah, Nick Eden" 

"And you're what? 18?" 

"Almost. In August” 

"So what do you plan to do after the tour?" 

"| have a scholarship to UNLV. Then | am planning on going into the Marines." 


Jon's dark blonde brow arched over his blue eyes, "A marine? | would have thought you'd stick with the band 


or something." 

"Well | guess that depends on how things go, aye? My parents have this condition that | don't skip out on my 
education for the iffy future of being in a rock band. So | had to promise to go to college if | wanted to do this 
tour. My first dream has always been to be a rock star, like every other kid that picks up a guitar, but my 
second dream is to be a fighter pilot. With either one, there is a fairly limited window of optimal opportunity 


unless you are exceptionally good." 


"Ah parental pressure. Well if you don't mind me saying | think that you have a ton of potential for being 
exceptionally good musically. Can't attest to the fighter pilot part," he chuckled. 


"Oh Nicky is a hell of a pilot right now," came Ken Andrew's voice from behind Jon 
"And this is my partner in crime," Nick smiled looking up as Kenny approached. 
"Ken Andrews," he introduced himself to the rocker. 


"| was just telling your friend here that | think you guys are outstanding," Jon said shaking Ken's hand. He 
returned his attention to Eden. "So you fly now? Don't you have to go to school or something?" 


"| grew up around aircraft, my folks own a manufacturing plant in Nevada. | got my private license at lb." 
"And he can fly about anything with wings. Even got to go up in a decommissioned A-4 Skyhawk last year that 
his dad's plant was helping to restore. It wasn't a solo but still how many teenagers can say they have been up 


in a fighter?" Ken said grinning. 


"Just you and | pal," Nick said. "Kenny here is also a hell of a pilot. We have known each other all our lives and | 


reckon my dad's passion for flight rubbed off on both of us." 


"Do your brothers fly as well?" Jon asked obviously impressed. 


Nick shook his head "Believe it or not, no. TJ wants to go into engineering and design. | can understand that. But 
my brother Jon wants to be an accountant." Nick shrugged his slim shoulders and rolled his eyes. "We have 
hangars of amazing aircraft and a music room of beautiful instruments and my dope of a brother wants to be 


a bean counter. | can't understand that at alll" 

"Hey takes all types," Bon Jovi agreed chuckling. "While | agree with your folks about the education, as you said, 
you have to strike while the iron is hot. | really hate to quote such platitudes, it's true in this case. There is 
already buzz about your group and | have the feeling that as soon as audiences get familiar with you, well | 
think you could have a hell of a career." 


Eden was stunned at the praise from the young rocker. 


"I would think that you'd be gunning for your own career, not taking such an interest in ours," Nick replied 


eyeing the other man shrewdly. 

Bon Jovi shrugged and threw a grin at the younger men. "Of course we're going to make as much out of this 
as we can, but | figure why not help others along the way too? It takes long enough as it is to try and break 
into the business and like | said, when you see talent, you have to act. Never know what the future will hold 


and it never hurts to make as many friends along the way as possible." 


Nick and Ken glanced at each other in surprise and then nodded. "Hey we'll take all the help and advise we can 
get,” Ken replied. "But for the moment, I'm starving. Want to go grab a bite?" he asked the other two. 


"You read my mind pal," Nick said rising. "Jon? Wanna come?" He wasn't certain if he was out of line asking, but 


if he was looking to make friends, why not start now? 


"Absolutely. There is this little place just down the street that is perfect for us aspiring rock stars. Has the 


three essential things we need." 

‘Oh? What is that?" Eden asked as they walked off the stage. 

"Cheap decent food, waitresses that love us, and clean restrooms!" 

Ken and Nick gave the rocker a strange look. "You lot don't have decent restrooms here in LA?" 
"You haven't noticed that this isn't the best part of town yet?" Bon Jovi asked. 


"We just arrived a couple hours ago. We found a place to crash for the night then came directly here," Ken 


replied 
"We were more concerned about finding the place than sightseeing," grinned Nick 


"Ahh okay well you'll learn soon enough. Come on then, I'm starving and we don't have a lot of time before the 


club opens." Jon glanced around and caught Richie Sambora's eyes and motioned he and Poison's Bret Michaels 


over. 
"We're going to Tito's for a bite, wanna tag along?" Jon asked the other two. 


"Sure thing," Richie said sizing up the two younger men. "I'm Richie," he said flashing a smile and sticking out 
his hand. 


‘lm Ken, and this is Nick" They shook hands. 


"Bret," the Poison frontman introduced himself. "Nice to meet you guys finally. Love your sound. | think this is 
going to be a great tour!" 


"Yeah, thanks. We are really excited for it too," Nick said starting to feel the nerves again, which was typical 
for him to be calm during the event, but get the nerves after. 


It didn't take long before everyone decided to head to the little diner and they created quite a spectacle for 
the tourists. Fourteen young men outrageously adorned with colorful scarves used as headbands in long wild 
hair, skin tight leather pants or ripped and frayed jeans, and ripped tank tops and tee shirts entered the diner 
boisterously. The young Eden band faded into the background as girls seemed to materialize out of nowhere to 
mob the band members. The Eden boys watched in varying degrees of disbelief and amusement. 


Nick felt both envious and sorry for Jon and Bret who were hit on from every angle by beautiful girls even 
while they were trying to order food! 


"Do *not* get any ideas Nicky," his older brother TJ warned seeing his brother's gaze linger on the girls. "You 
either!" TJ stabbed a finger at Ken and middle brother Jon. "Greta will murder you both and the parentals 
would kill me if anything happens to you three." 

"And what about you?" Ken asked chuckling. 

"Mom would kill the rest of us if he gets into trouble," Jon Eden replied. 

The food arrived and the young musicians dove into it like ravenous wolves. 

"Is that normal?" Jack Summers, Eden's drummer asked pointing with his plastic fork at the cluster of giggling 
girls that sat several tables away sending very suggestive looks, some subtle, some out right lewd, at the 
rockers. 

"What? The girls? Hell yes. The little darlings seem to have a sixth sense when it comes to knowing where we 


will be," C.C. DeVille's strong Brooklyn accented voice rang out from the other end of the long table the men 


had commandeered. Guffawing laughter and several crude comments and cat-calls broke out at the table. 


While the Eden boys were hardly from the backwoods or anything, the little they had seen in the last few 


hours was far different of an environment from where they grew up. 


"So a little advice for you guys," Bon Jovi said speaking to Nick and his brothers. "I would learn everything you 
can while on this tour, but don't get sucked into the downside of this business. Girls, sex, drugs, alcohol ... it's 
all over the place and far too easy to get a hold of. I'm serious, I've seen bands flame out in months due to 


that. Be smart and you will soar on something better than a drug induced high." 


| have absolutely no intention of going down that road," Nick said vehemently. "There is no way | am going to 


mess up my chances of getting into the Corps.” 
"Ditto," Ken said. 
Jon nodded. He glanced up at the clock on the wall and swore, "We have to get back for the final sound check." 


En masse, the group of young rockers paid their tabs, used the mentioned clean restroom, and some made .. 
arrangements .. with the girls, before heading back to the club. 


The Eden boys crammed into the small room set aside for them to change in. They didn't have any special 
stage clothes but Nick did change out of the sweat stained shirt he'd been wearing all day in favor of a Van 
Halen tee shirt. 


Far too soon, it was almost time for ‘Eden’ to take the stage and Nick was a bundle of nerves but trying not 
to show it. He stood at the tiny sink in their room and gazed at his reflection in the old broken mirror. Then he 
took a deep breath, turned on the cold water tap and cupped his hands under the water to splash over his 
face. He closed his eyes for a second and sought to center his thoughts on the 45 minutes ahead of them. He 
pulled out the rubber band that held the thick mass out of hair his face and ran his wet hands through his 
hair mussing the thick strands. Then knowing that it was going to be hot he tied a red bandanna on his 
forehead to act as a sweat band. 


Then they were called to the stage, it was time! 


Nick had little to fear, after their second song, the audience seemed to get into their music. And by the end of 


their set, the place was cheering, wanting more. 


Of course as the night wore on, Poison and Bon Jovi drew in twice the number of screaming girls. It was a mad 
house of jam-packed, sweaty half naked bodies, drunk dancing with the unmistakable scent of the ‘wacky weed! 
combined with regular cigarette smoke, fried food from the grill, and other scents he was loathe to identify 
permeating the murky, smoke filled air. 


By the time Bon Jovi finished their set, it was after | am, most of the bands were partying hard and there 
were crowds of kids that spilled out into the street. To say it was quite an experience would be an 


understatement. 


Nick being underage was hustled out of the place as soon as their set was finished along with the others of 


the Eden band. 


During that time on the road Nick and Ken had abstained from any kind of intoxicant. That wasn't necessarily 
the case for the others. 


Slowly over the course of the tour the Eden band gained fans, more or less got used to life on the road with 


a rock tour, and were even able to put out a single that made a decent showing for an unknown band. 


Soon however, it was time for Nick and Ken to head to college so they parted ways with the other two bands, 
with whom they had become fast friends and got back to life in the real world. 


Chapter 3 - Long Distance Relationships 


October 1990 


"So what are you doing this weekend?" Nick Eden asked Greta, his voice coming through clearly on the long- 


distance call. 


23 year old Greta Simons tucked the phone between her shoulder and her ear and picked up her bowl of cereal 
before looking for a spoon. "Same as usual, | ‘spect," she murmured. "Get up, work, come home. Repeat. Some 


of us have to earn our rent payment, you know." 


On the other end of the line Nick frowned. "Greta you know ." he growled. He may have a fortune at his 
disposal, but Nick worked hard for his money. 


"Yeah, yeah," she replied, a tad grumpy still. But frak, it was early in the morning, barely six-thirty in 
Washington state, compared to the nine-thirty where Nick was in Florida She set her bowl on the table, sat 
down and drew one long leg to her chest as she switched the phone from one ear to the other. "Why do you 


ask, anyway? You doing something exciting like flying another practice carrier run?" 


"We have the weekend off. | thought I'd fly up to see you." His tone suggested he was regretting the thought 


now. 


Nicholas Eden was the third son of a wealthy owner of a small aviation manufacturing company called E¢A 
Aviation. It was there that Nick fell in love with flying even though he didn't have much to do with the actual 
day-to-day running of the company. His father, Anthony Eden Sr. co-owned it with his brother-in-law Edward 
Ashby. 


"Oh," she said. 


"Oh?" Nick asked as he looked out at the sun drenched beach that the back of his rental house faced. It was 
another glorious day but he longed to see her instead. "I miss you sweetheart. Don't you want to me to come 


up?" 


Greta pinched the bridge of her nose. "No, it's not that - | dol | just... lim grumpy this morning, ignore me." She 
stirred her bowl of corn flakes and sighed. "I'd like to see you." 


"| called too early, didn’t 1?" he asked her smacking his forehead with his hand. "I'm so sorry love, | completely 
forgot about the time difference." 


Nick sat down at his desk and picked up the photo he had of her. Her long blonde hair hung down her back in a 
cloud of spiral curls that framed her lovely face. She was a bit taller than average and she fit him perfectly. 
He loved everything about her but it was her velvety honey golden eyes that captured his attention, held him 


completely under her spell. 

"You always do. For someone who's supposedly so brilliant at physics." 
"Yeah, yeah," he repeated back to her. "Did | wake you?" 

"You want an honest answer to that?" 


‘lm sorry, okay?" he said. "But | wanted to talk to you, find out if this weekend was okay. I'm only going to 


have a couple more before l'm deployed." 
Greta's heart sank at the thought. "Yeah, | know. Come up, okay? I've missed you too." 
| can be there tonight. Know of a place | can crash?" he asked teasingly. 


Greta paused a second at the slight tonal change of his voice. She'd never heard him sound quite so ... 
something. "Nick? Is everything okay?" 


"Course it is sweetheart. Why do you ask?" 


She frowned. "Because you-" She sighed. "Nevermind. Cathy's gone for the weekend so I'll have a spare bed - if 


you want it." 


"| would appreciate it," Nick replied and leaned back against the railing on the deck. "Greta, there is something | 
need to talk to you about." 


"What is it?" she asked. 
"Not here, tonight" 


She paused. "There's something I've been meaning to tell you too, but it can wait till tonight. What time will you 


be here?" 
"1900 .. er seven at the latest, is that good for you?" he asked wondering what it was she wanted to talk to 
him about. He held in his hand a small black velvet box with a ring inside .. an engagement ring. He was going to 


ask her to marry him tonight. "| was thinking about dinner at that seafood place near the Marketplace." 


She opened her mouth to protest at the extravagance, but closed it again, knowing what his reaction would be. 


| won't eat today then," she teased. "I'll come meet you at Tacoma, your usual spot, right?" 
"Aye love. Greta, | miss you terribly. This being on opposite sides of the country really bites." 


"Yeah, it does," she said softly. 


She heard Nick draw a deep breath. "I gotta go sweetheart, if I'm going to be there by seven tonight. I'll see 
you soon, all right?" 


"Okay," she agreed, her tone a little hesitant. *Nick?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Please fly carefully" 

"| always do’ 

"So did June. 


Nick closed his eyes feeling her loss, his loss as well. Her aunt was a wonderful woman, "| know love. Don't 


worry. | love you." 
Again Greta hesitated, but after a moment she replied, "I love you too. I'll see you later, Nick" 
"See you soon love," he said softly before hanging up. 


Greta set down the phone next to her bowl of corn flakes. She gave it a stir and made a face when she 


discovered they'd already turned limp and soggy. 
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She arrived out at the Tacoma air park a little before seven and parked at the other end from the main 
terminals, where the private hangars were located. She checked in with one of the managers, who said that 


Nick's small plane was on its final approach. He was early, as usual. 


The brand new Learjet 60 XR touched down and rolled onto the private runway to glide to a smooth halt. After 


a few moments the engines powered down. 


When the jet was secure, Lieutenant Nicholas Eden USMC grabbed his bag, opened the hatch and lowered the 
stairs. He stood looking around for a moment before he descended and walked with a purposeful stride toward 
the control tower to check in. 


Greta saw his plane land, but knew the procedure well enough not to disrupt it. She waited - a little impatiently 
- until Nick reappeared, bag in hand, from the usual arrival checks. She spotted him before he spotted her. 


She watched him as he walked toward her. He walked with complete confidence and ore than a touch of 
arrogance. He was tall; almost too tall for a fighter pilot. He was still as trim and muscular as he'd been the 
last time she'd seen him. Dark glasses shaded his deep blue eyes and the wind tousled his dark hair. 


Nick glanced around not seeing her car, not recalling exactly what kind to look for. He knew that she was there; 
he just didn't know where. 


With a faint smile, Greta appeared from inside the hangar manager's office. "You need a ride somewhere?" she 
asked him. 


Nick turned with a smile, dropping his bag and holding his arms wide. Greta practically flung herself into them. 
They hugged each other tightly for a minute or so, until Greta drew back, pulled his head down, and kissed him 
hard. 


Nick followed suit pouring every ounce of the love he felt for her into the kiss. 


When he allowed her up for air, or rather when she allowed him to breathe again, he pulled back a little to 


study her face. "How is it that you only grow more lovely every time | see you?" 


"Maybe all that sunshine's ruining your eyesight?" she suggested, her eyes dancing both at his presence and at 
the compliment. She kissed him again quickly and hugged him tightly, her actions speaking more loudly than she 


thought words ever could. 
"Undoubtedly," he grinned at her. "Come on love, you going to feed this starving pilot anytime soon?" 


Greta rolled her eyes and led the way back to her car. "I want to go home and change first - | came here 


straight from work. Think you can hold out that long?" 
Eden chuckled, "Of course love and | can scrub your back for you if you like," he waggled his eyebrow at her. 
Her cheeks flushed but she laughed. "If you do that we might not make it to dinner.” 


Nick pretended to consider that. "Well maybe we should hold off on that particular plan for now, | want to 


treat you to an exquisite dinner." 


"And | want to enjoy eating it," Greta agreed as they reached her old blue Ford She unlocked the front driver 
side, got in, then reached over to unlock the passenger door. Nick opened it, tossed his bag over the seat into 
the back and slid his long frame into the seat. A few minutes later they were back out on the highway, and 
they talked the whole way as they headed to the small apartment Greta shared with a friend. 


When they arrived, Greta told him to make himself at home while she took a quick shower and changed. Nick 
put his bag in her room, went into the small bathroom off the guest room to shave and comb his hair before 
changing from his military flight suit into a black pair of slacks, dark blue button down shirt and jacket. He 
quickly put on a matching silk tie that sported small squiggles of black, blue, and white. He secured it with a 
simple gold tie bar. 


He was pacing the living room when Greta entered. 
He stooped mid-stride and looked at her in awe. "You look amazing sweetheart," he said huskily. 


Greta smiled. "So do you." She stepped forward and couldn't help smoothing his collar a little and breathing in 
the scent of the aftershave he favored. It had been more than four months since she'd seen him last; if 
anything he seemed even fitter - and cockier - than before. Sometimes she wasn't so sure that getting into 


flight school was necessarily the best thing for Nick's ego. "That's better," she murmured. "Shall we go?" 

He smiled at her then paused, considered her for a moment and shook his head. 

"What's wrong?" 

“Something is missing," he said. 

"Missing?" 

"Hold on one moment." Nick strode to her bedroom and rummaged through his bag returning a few moments 
later. He came up to her back and then put a delicate gold chain where a dazzling sapphire and diamond pendant 
dangled about her slender neck. "Now you are perfection" 


Greta hesitated. "Nick, | wish you wouldn’t-" 


"Sweetheart, | missed your birthday last month, and our anniversary. | want you to have this, aye? | want you 


to know that | am always thinking about you." 


Clearly reluctant, Greta accepted it, lifting her long, mass of curls so that he could do up the clasp. She didn't 
really want to upset the evening - and probably Nick's whole visit - by arguing with him. Then she smoothed 
her black dress and grabbed her coat. The weather in Seattle was chilly, as usual. 


They stepped out of the apartment to see that a car was waiting for them. 


Nick's smile flashed, "Your chariot awaits m'lady," he said sweeping his hand out and deliberately broadening his 
slight English accent. "And before you say anything, | do have ulterior motives so we need someone to drive 


us. 


Nick had a unique accent; his father was born and raised in England, where the family spend many summers, 
and his southern belle mother. Regina Ashby Eden grew up in Atlanta Georgia. So Nick and his siblings had an 
interesting blending of the two accents. 


Greta arched an eyebrow at him as she got into the cab. "I could have driven if you want to drink tonight," 


she told him as he settled himself next to her. 


"Let me spoil you tonight love, it's been four very long months and besides, who else do | have to splurge on?" 


Greta sighed and then let her head fall onto Nick's shoulder. He told the cab driver where to go, then put his 


arm around Greta. 


In contrast to their trip from the airport to Greta's apartment, their ride to the restaurant was quiet. When 
they reached the inner city and the Marketplace, the cab pulled over. Nick fished out some money, tipping 


generously. 


"Sure thing," agreed the driver, looking at the bills Nick had given him. Nick and Greta stepped out and took 
each other's hand. 


The restaurant itself was, as usual, noisy and completely packed. They stepped up to the maitre'd and Greta 
gave him her name, since she'd made the reservation "It's for 8:30," she added, glancing at her watch. They 


were right on time. 


"Welcome, your table is ready, if you will come this way," he guided them through the restaurant to a cozy 


little corner table. 


Nick ordered a bottle of wine and while they waited, Nick reached out to take her hand. "I'm so glad we had 


this weekend off. | don't know if | could have waited much longer to see you." 

Greta smiled and squeezed his hand. "Ditto. Phone calls aren't quite the same." She paused, not wanting to 
correct him, but feeling like she had to anyway. "I still have to work tomorrow - and Sunday; | couldn't get the 
time off at such short notice. But | should be done by four thirty tomorrow." She sipped her wine, enjoying the 


atmosphere of the boisterous restaurant. 


Nick blinked. He hadn't thought that she'd have to work. "I'm an idiot," he sighed. "I only thought of my own 


selfish need to see you without checking to see if you had the time too. l'm sorry love." 


She shook her head and rolled her eyes. "You mean when you asked me what | was doing this weekend you 
didn't really pay attention to my answer?" 


Nick shrugged sheepishly. "I had other things on my mind." He winked at her. Again she rolled her eyes. 
The waiter returned then and ran through that evening's specials before taking their orders. 


Nick knew what Greta liked and since his tastes were similar, he ordered for them both then leaned forward 


and took hold of her hand again. He couldn't get enough of touching her. 
"So tell me about what you do sweetheart. | know to know every aspect." 


"You've already heard me talk about my job at the museum," she said. "Don't you want to talk about 


something else? Do you know yet where you'll be stationed once you're done with the flight school?" 


"| love hearing about your work," he said flashing her his sexy ‘Eden’ smile. "But as a matter of fact | do know 
l'm going to be stationed at El Torro in California Oh by the way Jon, Richie and the band send their love. | saw 
them a couple weeks ago in Miami at a gig. Got to jam with them and spent the weekend with them." 


‘Its been a long time since | last saw them. Tell them hi next time you hear." Greta smiled and nodded, 


expertly hiding her disappointment at his assignment. 
"The family sends their love too." 


"Say from me when you next talk to them." She leaned back in her chair and told him about the museum, 
working with the collections and leading tours. Finally she shrugged and said, "I like it, but | need something that 
pays a little better." She wondered about telling him that she had been accepted for the fall at Harvard in 
Cambridge, Massachusetts. 


Nick frowned a little concentrating on what she said. "Greta what if | told you that you don't have to worry 
about that? If you really like what you're doing that is." 


In all the noise of the restaurant, Greta completely missed his change in tone. "Well, | like it," she said, "but it's 
a stepping stone position, you know? | wouldn't want to do it for the rest of my life." 


Their meals arrived then, after the waiter left, she added, "And | think I've had enough of Seattle, too. | was 
thinking of heading to Ellensburg for the summer, spend some time with Mom and Dad." Greta's parents moved 
from Henderson, Nevada to Ellensburg, Washington just after graduation. Greta had been accepted to Brown 
University in Rhode Island. It seemed that they were destined to be on opposite coasts for their entire 


relationship. 


"How are they?" he asked wanting to get into a more neutral topic. He decided that the restaurant was far too 


crowded and noisy to properly propose to her. He wanted it to be perfect. "I would love seeing them again 


"They're good. Dad's thinking about retiring in a couple of years. Maybe if you get a weekend over the summer 
you could come up and see them?" 


"| would love to if only for your mum's apple pie," he grinned at her. 
Greta returned his smile. "I'm sure that could be arranged." She pushed her food around her plate for a 
moment before taking a bite. "And I'm sure the moment she heard you were coming Mom would be out picking 


the apples. Lord knows why, but Mom likes you." 


Nick's face flushed and he grinned as he looked down at his plate. "Your mum is a lovely woman and l'm 


flattered she finds me .. acceptable." 


"She liked you before | did,” admitted Greta. "Then again, so did most of my family. | still say they were easily 
fooled" She winked at him. 


"Your parents are incredibly intelligent people." he grinned back at her. "You are incredibly intelligent as well my 
love, but also incredibly stubborn’ 


"Stubborn, me?" she laughed. "Admit it, Nick, you were cocky and completely full of yourself in highschool. And 
there wasn't one thing you agreed with me on Every single class we had together you had to disagree with 
me about something." 


‘Of course | did, because you loved it. You loved every single argument we had. Admit it, you wouldn't have 
looked at me had it not been for our arguments." 


Greta's smile grew wider. "In hindsight, that might be true," she confessed. 


"Might, my ass sweetheart," he grinned. "If | hadn't provoked you, you wouldn't have gotten up the nerve to 
get in my face after class, | wouldn't have backed you up into the lockers, you wouldn't have slapped me, and | 
wouldn't have grabbed you and kissed you." 


Still smiling, Greta leaned forward. "And just think how much quicker we might have actually started dating if 
you hadn't done that," she replied, her eyes dancing. "| was this close to reporting you, you know." She held her 
thumb and forefinger up and barely apart. 


"So why didn't you?" 


She shrugged and sobered a little. "You know, | still don't know. Maybe | thought it would be more effective 


punishment to ignore you.” 


"Which, | remember you did, for about two months.” Nick picked up his wine glass and held it up, "Here is to 
you finally relenting and agreeing to go out with me. | knew | would get your attention one way or another. I'm 
just glad | didn't have to do anything insane; | was damn close though." 


"And here's to that date not going well and us deciding we'd be better as friends... Forming the basis of a much 
better relationship later on" 


"Amen to that sweetheart," he said clicking his glass against hers. He took a sip of the golden liquid letting it 
slide down his throat. "So you mentioned that you wanted to talk to me about something this morning on the 


phone." 


Nick swallowed his mouthful of wine and waved one hand. "It can wait till later - besides, you already know part 
of it, my assignment to El Torro." 


"Don't tell me they've already promoted your arrogant ass," half-groaned Greta 


"As a matter of fact, you are looking at First Lieutenant Nicholas ‘Hammer’ Eden USMC, fighter pilot 


extraordinaire, thank you very much," he grinned performing an impressive seated bow. 

Her eyebrows arched. "Hammer? That's your call-sign? What did you do to earn that?" 

"It's classified," he grinned at her. 

"What? Classified?" she gaped at him. "You have got to be kidding me." 

“Actually | am sweetheart, but its too noisy in here, I'll tell you later, aye?" 

Greta glanced down at her half-finished plate. “Im done, actually...” she said, leaning forward and brushing his 
hand with her fingers. "We could get some dessert on the way home - the seafood is great here, but their 


dessert menu .. meh." 


"That was just what | was thinking. How about a walk along the pier? It's cool out but its dry and not windy 


for a change." 


Greta made a face. "Actually, I'd rather just head home," she admitted. "It's been a long day, and besides, | 


have something | want to talk to you about as well." 
"Sounds serious," he looked into her chocolate eyes. "Is everything okay Greta?" 
"Yeah, I'm fine. Let's go?" 


"Sure sweetheart," he motioned for the check and soon they hailed another cab for the drive back to her 


place. 


They were quiet again on the ride, but he didn't get the vibe from her that she wanted to break it off, 
something that he feared. She leaned her head on his shoulder and held his hand. He knew that she wouldn't do 
that if she never wanted to see him again. Still he couldn't shake the feeling of foreboding over that what she 
wanted to tell him. 


They arrived and Nick tipped the driver again before they walked up to her door. 

She opened the door and turned on the hall lights as he closed and locked the door. 

"Okay what is it that you need to talk to me about love?" he asked her drawing her over to the sofa 

Greta kicked off her shoes and settled on the sofa facing him, with her legs tucked beneath her. She found his 


hand and said, "You know | decided to take this year to figure out where | wanted to go, what | wanted to do 
after college. I've been applying for graduate programs." 


"Yeah, you've said," said Nick, obviously wondering where she was going with this. 
"| got into the program at Harvard," she said, unable to hide her excitement. 


Nick was stunned, "You got in at Harvard? That is amazing Gretal" he exclaimed and pulled her into his arms. 


He knew how tough is was getting into a program like that. "What will you be doing?" 


"Well, archaeology of course, but my focus is going to be on the Middle East - Egypt, the Levant..." She leaned 
back a little, still smiling. 


"That is fantastic sweetheart, I'm so proud of you," he said but his face lost a little of his happiness for her. 
"What is it?" she asked seeing the change in him. 


"Just that you're going to be clear across the country still. We'll just be opposite, I'll be west coast and you'll 
be east. | was hoping that we could at least be in the same time zone for a change." 


"Yeah, | know," she sighed. "I was kind of hoping you were going to be stationed in North Carolina" 


"Well it's not as if | can't get hold of a plane," he sighed. "I'm very happy for you Greta, don't get me wrong, | 
just .. | don't like being so far from you." 


Nick stood and went over to the fireplace staring at some of the photos that were hung on the wall. Most of 
them were of her and her family but there was one of the two of them that they had taken at New Year's. 


Greta watched him closely for a moment, then stood up as well. She moved behind him and slid her arms 
around his waist. She had always liked that she was tall enough to rest her chin on his shoulder. "It could be 
worse," she said softly. "You could have been assigned to a carrier, and | wouldn't get to see you for almost a 


year at a time." She hugged him tightly and kissed his neck lightly. 


"That will happen eventually, but you're right," he turned within the circle of her arms and wrapped his around 
her. "Greta there is something | need to ask you before any decisions are made. Come sit down" 


He led her back over to the sofa, but instead of sitting with her, he paced a little before he put his hand 
inside his jacket pocket and took out something small. He knelt down in front of her and took hold of her hand. 
"We have known each other for a long time and you are my very best friend and the love of my life. | can't 
imagine going through the day without knowing that you are just a phone call away. But its not close enough 
Greta. | want you to be at my side always." He held out his hand and put a small box into hers. 


Greta's head turned slightly sideways. "What's this?" she asked warily. 


He smiled, "Open it silly." 


"Nick, you already gave me the necklace." She never had been comfortable with his presents of expensive 


jewelry. 

"Greta, would you open the box? Please?" 

She wasn't sure why, but she didn't really want to open it. However, when she met Nick's eyes she gave a 
slight nod. She looked down and opened the small, black velvet box. Inside sat a heart-shaped solitaire diamond 
ring. It flashed a rainbow of color even in the dim lights of her living room; Greta knew right away it would be 
the perfect size. "Oh, Nick," she breathed, looking up at him. 

He took the ring out of the box and placed it on her left ring finger. "Greta | am incomplete without you. You 
are the breath in my lungs, your smile lights the depths of my soul and the taste of your lips is my reason 
for rising in the morning, | can't live without you and | would be honored if you would become my wife." 


"You're asking me to marry you?" she asked. 


"lim asking you to share your life with me, to be my partner in everything, to complete me. Will you marry 
me Greta?" 


"You're asking me now?" 

Nick rolled his eyes and chuckled at her question and stunned expression. Her golden eyes were wide and 
surprised, her cheeks were rosy, and her moist lips were parted begging him to kiss them. "No, I'm asking you 
next week .. yes my dearest love, | am asking you now. Will you marry me?" He paused, question in his blue 


eyes. ‘ls there something wrong Greta?" he asked not sure why she hadn't said yes already. 


She stood up, looking down at the ring as she did so, wishing he hadn't asked the question, wishing that he'd 
taken her to bed instead. "Nick.." She shook her head. "Why now?" 


"Because | love you Greta and | want us to begin our lives together. | don't want to go over seas without you 


and | being married. If something happens to me ." 
She cut him off, "Nick don't .. nothing will happen to you." 


"It could and | want you to be taken care of. Darling what is it? | love you and | thought you loved me too," he 
said looking at her questioningly, heart pounding painfully in his chest, that foreboding feeling growing stronger. 


"| do love you, Nick, you know | do." 
‘lm sensing a ‘but here," said Nick evenly as he stood up. 


"You're about to be stationed in California." 


"And? That doesn't prevent us from planning a wedding does it? | do have access to planes ya know," he said a 
little tightly. He drew his hand through his hair messing the strands of dark hair. "I know we're going to be on 
opposite sides of the country, but | want to marry you. | want to spend the rest of my life getting to know 
each and every facet of you. | want to make love to you at night and wake up knowing that | can make love to 
you again every night. | want to plan where we are going to raise our family. | want to see you grow round 
with our child, | want to sit at home on a Saturday night and watch movies with you, | want vacations and 
holidays and quiet days reading the newspaper on the back porch. | want to grow old with you and complain 


that you used my razor on your legs." 


Greta looked away, blinking hard. "Nick, I've just been accepted into one of the best anthropology Ph.D. programs 
in the country. It's at least a five-year commitment, with long periods of fieldwork" 


"I know darling," he said his heart beating hard as he realized that she wasn't just falling over herself to say 
yes. He had no doubt that she loved him, he knew her well enough to know she did, still he didn't understand 
her hesitation to say yes. "I've been thinking long and hard about this Greta. Can you stand to be separated for 
months on end without knowing that you are the only woman | will ever want and need?" 

‘Months? Nick, we'll likely be separated for years! Yes, you're at El Torro now, but you'll soon be stationed on 


absence?" 


"The come to El Torro with me Greta | know you want to go into this program, but you could get into 


Berkeley or wherever else couldn't you?" he asked. 


'| wasn't accepted into Berkeley," snapped Greta tightly. "None of the other universities in California have 


programs l'm interested in" 


"So you're not even going to consider it?" Nick asked, his blue eyes narrowing. "Did | misjudge how you feel 
about us then?" 


"Nick, | really want to do this program, the one at Harvard. Would you consider giving up the Marine Corps?" 


"| am a Marine officer Greta, | can't just quit! This is what I've wanted to do all of my life! You know this 
Greta!" he snapped. "I have a chance at Top Gun for frak's sake!" 


"So it's okay to ask me to give up my dream? So what? | can hang around some base while you're gone and 


play housewife?" 
"Who says you have to play housewife? What about going in a different direction?" he asked tightly. 


"Why should | have to make the change? Why are my desires any less important than yours?" 


"| didn't say that!" They stared at each other like they had never seen the other before. There was a tense 


silence. "So you're saying no, is that it?" 

Greta looked down at the ring he'd slid on her finger, confliction evident in her posture. Finally she pulled it off. 
"Nick, | love you more than | could ever thought possible, but you're asking too much of me. Maybe if you'd 
ask in a year or two-" 

Nick stiffened, "A year or two? And what then Greta? You'll be in the middle of your all of your dig ... things 
and you're going to come home to marry me then? Somehow | think that your precious dig will win out over a 
life with me." 

"Just as landing a jet on a carrier will always win out over a life with me." 

"That is not true Gretal" he objected. 

"Isn't it Nick?" 


| love you! Why would | ask you to marry me if | didn't want to spend my life with you?" 


Greta looked up and away, blinking back tears. "| know you love me, but | can't be your wife, Nick. | can't be 


what you want me to be" 


"Now or ever?" he asked his heart splintering before shattering slowly into a million razor sharp pieces sending 


unimaginable pain slicing through his entire being. 
She met his eyes, lifted her shoulders dejectedly, and replied, "I don't know. But as sure as | am that | love you, 
l'm just as sure that I'd be miserable if | had to give up my place at Harvard, and I'd make you miserable too. 


When you're home, that is." 


"So what is it then Greta?" he asked. "You just want to go on like we have been? Calling each other every week 


hoping that we didn't forget the time zones? Not being able to see, touch, or kiss each other?" 
She looked down at the ring she still held. "ls that what you want?" 
"No! Lord, Greta that isn't what | want! | want to marry you for frak's sake!" 


His suddenly raised voice made her jump slightly. "Then | guess you've answered your own question,” she said, 
her tone now a little bitter. 


Nick swore to himself and crossed over to where she stood with her arms wrapped about her waist. 


"Greta, love I'm sorry. | .. | just want you so badly." he said holding her close. 


She didn't move. "You already have me, Nick." 

"That isn't what | mean Greta," he sighed. 

She stepped away from him. "Then what, Nick?" 

| don't want just a relationship with you, | want a life!" 

"And I'm supposed to give up mine for it?" 

"You bloody well know that there aren't that many years that | can be a fighter pilot for frak's sake!" 

"And yet you expect me to give up what's important to me. | always knew you could be an arrogant jerk, Nick, 
| just never realised you were a sexist one as well" She turned and placed the ring on the coffee table and 


then sat down on the couch with her head in her hands. 


"Sexist? What the hell is that supposed to mean? You are just going to throw this .. us away? Is that what 
this means?" he asked her holding the sparkling diamond in his hand. "I can't believe you are this selfish.” 


Greta audibly gasped. "*I'm* selfish?" She stood up angrily. "*1* wasn't the one who just ruined our 
relationship - | didn't ask you to marry me!" 


"And apparently you didn't want me to either!" he cut in harshly. 
"My goals in life as just as important as yours arel" she shouted over him. 


‘| ruined our relationship by wanting to share my life with you?" he asked incredulously. "Right then; | guess 
there is nothing else to say then is there?" 


"Apparently not," said Greta, trying for an even voice and failing. 

He turned toward the bedroom and gathered up his bag and returned to the living room. 
"Where are you going?" she asked. 

‘lm leaving.” 

"Now?" 


"Well what do you expect Greta? Do you really want me to stay here after this? Or is that what you wanted 
out of this weekend just sex? After you bloody reject my proposal? | don't think so." 


Greta flushed angrily. "You think | want sex with you?" she spluttered. 


"Did you honestly think I'd frakking stay after this?" 
"Oh, if you really want to fly all the way back to Florida now, be my guest!" 


"You think l'm a bloody idiot?" Eden snapped. "I'm a professional pilot Greta," he snapped back, "So nice to know 


how much faith you have in mel" 


For some reason, that was the final straw for Greta. "Get out!” she cried "Go sleep in your damn plane, find a 
hotel, or sleep on the street - frak, you could even fly all the way back to Pensacola right now for all | care!" 
She could barely see now through her tears. Not wanting him to see her complete break down she strode to 


her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. 


Nick strode after her and opened the door to find her lying across the bed crying. He was so angry that the 
sight of her tears didn't faze him. "Why are you acting like this Greta?" he demanded. "I ask you to marry me 
and you turn what should be the happiest night of our lives into a row!" 


Greta froze for a moment at the sound of his voice then she lifted her head. "I told you to get out!" she 
snapped, her voice sounding a little stuffed up. "You were all keen to leave just now, so why are you stil 


here?" 


"l'Il leave when I'm damn well good and ready!" he shot back. He pulled her up onto her feet and crushed her to 
his chest. "I just want to know why you are rejecting me. Don't give me any crap about your career either, 


that can be worked around if you truly love mel" 


"And you could do the same if you truly loved mel" she threw back as she struggled to push him away. "H's 
like you haven't been listening to me at all these last few years - we've never once discussed getting married, 


and you just throw it at me now?" 


"What l'm supposed to ask your frakking permission to ask you to marry me? Make an appointment to discuss 
when to get married? Hell sweetheart you might have just said no and you don't love me and let it go at that,” 


he bit out not allowing her to get away from him. 
"Maybe | just don't want to get married!" 


"Try again sweetheart, | saw how you were at your brother's wedding last summer, you want to be married,’ 


he grinned at her arrogantly. "And you want to be Mrs. Nicholas Eden. Admit it Greta 


This time Greta gave him such a hard, angry shove that he staggered backwards a couple of steps. "Mrs. 
Nicholas Eden?" she scoffed. "Now you've just proven you don't listen to me! Not only do | not want to get 
married to you, | would never take your name like that! I'm my own person, Nick - I'll never be Mrs. Nicholas 


Eden!" 


"Why the hell not? Eden is a fine noble name! But you don't think it's good enough for you?" he shouted not 
understanding her anger. 


"My own name is good enough for me! This is just more proof that you think | should give up everything 


that's important to me - everything that makes me who | am - to marry youl” 
"I am not asking you to give up who you arel For frak's sake Greta where are you getting these crazy ideas?" 


"Crazy ideas?" she repeated. "Nick, you're asking me to give up everything to marry you - my career goals, 
my name - and yet you don't think that's wrong? You think | should just count my lucky stars that you want 


to marry me, drop everything, and come running? While you don't give up anything you want out of life?" 


"Who says anything about you giving up anything Greta? Good lord why do you think that changing your last 
name strips you of your identity? If you want to go digging around in the sand looking for old bits and pieces, 
then be my guest! Can't you do that just as well as a married woman?" 


"And if you don't think that changing your last name is a big deal, why don't you change yours to Simons? Why 
don't you ask to stay in Florida?" 


"The woman takes her husband's name, not the other way around! It's been that way since the bloody 
beginning of time! And as for my assignment, | can't go asking for another duty station! | requested El Torro to 


be closer to you!" 


"You just assumed l'd hang around here until you got around to asking me to marry you then?" she replied. 
"And just so we're clear on the name thing - that's not true, and if you'd ever just paid any attention to me 
on that subject, you'd know that!" She drew a deep breath. "I'm not marrying you, Nick. Not now, not ever. Now 
get out of my apartment." 


Nick's hands dropped to his side as if her touch burned him. "You can't go on without me Greta, we both know 
that. You'll be begging me to take you back, just wait and see if that isn't the truth." He pulled her back into 
his arms and crushed her against his chest. Then before she could do more than draw in an outraged breath, 


he slashed his lips over hers in a kiss that sought to dominate. 

But Greta could give as good as she got. She pressed back against him, kissing him just as hard. It was rough, 
hardly romantic, and when Nick finally let her up for air, she pushed him away. "That's the last time you get 
to do that. Get out." 


'| won't be back Greta, ever," he ground out angrily before he turned on his heel and strode from the room. A 


few moments later the front door slammed closed. 


Greta remained her bedroom, standing silently for several minutes, then she sat down on her bed and wept. 


Chapter 4 - Blast From the Past 


Author's Notes: 
The story takes on a bit from the TV show Stargate SG-I, but it will get back to Bon Jovi in a few chapters! 


Four Years Later 


Colorado Springs, Colorado 


It was a beautiful warm, sunny afternoon in late summer and Greta Simons was treating herself to a late 
lunch at one of her favorite places in Colorado Springs. Well, it was a favorite because it was one of the few 
places she was very familiar with, it wasn't far from her apartment, and she was able to sit there for two or 
three hours in the afternoons reading and sipping tea The owner and the waitstaff didn't seem to mind - as 
long as she tipped fairly well, which she did. But it was getting late now, and she knew they would soon need 
the tables for the evening crowd - plus there was a rather loud group of men had recently walked in and 


Greta found that they upset her concentration 


She stood up, gathered her paper, pen, journal, and the articles she was reading and put them in her large 
leather satchel. It had been a birthday gift many years ago now, and had her initials on it: GLS. Despite the 
fact that she no longer talked to the giver, she had never been able to toss it away. Now it looked worn and 
well-used, but the leather was soft and supple and the strap had molded to her shoulder. 


She hefted the heavy bag to her shoulder, fished inside one of the pockets for her wallet, and pulled out a 
couple of extra bills which she left on the table. Then she straightened her rather crumpled pale blue linen 
shirt (worn with the sleeves rolled up and under which she wore a plain white tank top, paired with a pair of 
old denim shorts that hit her just above mid-thigh because she was so tall) and headed for the door. The 
large group of men that had come in earlier were sitting near the entrance, one glance told her they were 
military - not unusual in the Springs - but that they weren't Air Force. Odd, she thought briefly, as she 
paused to put her wallet back in her bag. 


As she did up the buckle on the front pocket, something - she was never quite sure what - made her look up 
at the group again. And her eyes landed on him. For a moment she was stunned into immobility. Then, before 
she could even think about what she was doing, she blurted, "*Nick*?" 


Major Nicholas Eden and his team had just finished a hellishly long yet very successful mission, only the 
second one since being stationed at Stargate Command and he thought it would do them good to spend a little 
time together just relaxing. They headed to one of his favorite places. It was small enough to be quiet and cozy 


as well as large enough to accommodate larger parties like this evening. 


He sat back in the corner of the booth his body relaxed and at his hand he was nursing a beer. 


Sitting at his table were the members of his team, His XO and one of his closest friends, Ken Andrews who 
went by the call sign of "Sierra". He was just as tall as Nick but with dark blonde hair, hazel eyes and a quick 
smile. The two had been friends for longer than Nick could remember. They even had played in a rock band one 
summer before they started college and then entered the Marine Corps. That summer over eight years ago, 
had been one of the best of Nick and Ken's life and they had made and remained good friends with rock star 
Jon Bon Jovi and his band, the boys of Poison, and several other bands they were lucky enough to meet. 


Next to Ken was, Jamie Ryan, call sign "Ice" the team medic, Mike "Mad Dog" Williams, who was a wiz at 
electronics, and Jesse "Digger" Richardson who could con just about anything out of anyone and was one of the 
best snipers in the SGC. Each of these men had been hand picked by Nick to be on his team. Each was an 


expert in his field, well versed pilots, and most importantly they had become his friends. 


"Come on Hammer," Digger said, "You were going to tell us how you managed not only to save the chancellor's 


daughter from falling off that cliff, but kicking that big dude's ass as well." 
"Its all in the timing Dig," Nick replied flashing a smile. 


"And how you managed to get thrown ten feet into a wall to come out only with that rakish little cut on your 
temple that had the nurses fawning over you," chuckled Jamie. 


Nick just rolled his eyes and took another sip of his beer. 


It was then that he heard his name. He turned to find the one woman who had never been far from his 


thoughts and forever in his dreams standing before him. 
"Greta?" The shock of seeing her rendered all of his anger and hurt inert for a moment. 


Ken heard Nick say her name and his head turned to see Nick's ex-girlfriend standing there staring at Nick in 
as much shock as he did at her. Ken knew all about the bitter break up between them and wished that there 
was something that he could have done to help them stay together he would have. 


Greta sensed the other men all turn to look at her, but her focus was solely on Nick. He looked good - he 
always did - his wavy dark hair was cut Marine Corps short, his stunned face tanned, and there had been a 
smile on his lips that was quickly fading. She was unaware of how the color had drained from her own face, 
leaving it starkly white beneath the smattering of freckles over her nose. She didn't see the way the other 
men quickly took in her appearance either, with her long tanned legs and mass of dark curly hair that was 


hanging over her shoulders. "What are you doing here?" she asked softly. 
"I work .. here .. Greta. Why are you here?" 
"l'm a postdoctoral fellow at-" 


Nick couldn't believe she was there standing not five feet from him looking even more beautiful than she had 


six years before. She was thin; she always had been, yet very shapely. Her hair was longer than he'd 


remembered, and her face was just as he remembered. 


Her face had paled as she stared at him leaving her expressive eyes that much more enchanting. He motioned 
for Ken to move so he could get out. His first impulse had been to gather her into his arms and kiss her 
moist pink lips. It wasn't until he was standing before her that all the hurt and bitterness rushed over him. 


"Why here Greta?" he asked, his voice acidic and harsh. 
She caught the change in tone. "Because this is where the job is," she said stiffly, shifting her shoulder strap. 


"As a postdoctoral fellow?" Somehow he managed to twist the title in such a way that Greta almost flinched. 
"Well, isn't that just great?" 


Her eyes narrowed. "Frak you, Nick" She turned and strode off. 


Nick stared after her, his body taut with pent up anger and hurt. Before he could stop himself, he strode 
after her catching her just outside the door. He grabbed hold of her hand and yanked her to face him. "Frak 
me sweetheart?" he said putting an ugly spin on the endearment, "You could have been the last six years but 
you threw it all away!" 


Greta couldn't contain her sharp intake of breath at his jibe. "And I've never once regretted that decision," she 
snapped, throwing his hand off. "You're making a scene,” she added. 


Nick glanced around seeing the shocked faces of his team looking at them through the window. He released her 
hand just as quickly as he'd grabbed it. "Heaven forbid you be part of creating a scene sweetheart. You always 
were afraid to do something just a little bit out of line." 


"And you were always an arrogant ass," she retorted. She saw Nick glance inside again. "It wasn't nice seeing 
you and I'll do my best not to let it happen again" 


"Likewise baby," he hissed before turning on his heel and striding back inside. 

Greta stared after him for a moment or two, until she realized that his friends were watching her watch him. 
She told herself to pull herself together, drew a deep breath and turned away. Her pleasant afternoon walk to 
her apartment would now be anything but. It was all she could do to keep her confusion of conflicted feelings 
inside until she got home. What she really wanted to do was turn around and yell at Nick for upsetting her 
world again. 


As Nick resumed his seat, Jamie Ryan raised his eyebrows. "Okay, who was that?" he asked. 


"And did you see those legs?" added Digger with a grin. 


Nick's eyes blazed at the other man, "You will keep those comments to yourself Lieutenant Richardson or you 
will answer to my fists, is that clear?" he hissed. 


"Aye sir. | apologize." Jesse's eyebrows went up at his CO's heated response. He leaned back and took a swig at 


his beer, very curious now. 

‘It was no one," added Nick a little more calmly before picking up his beer again 

Ken said nothing astutely, deciding now was not the best time to pursue the conversation Nick was obviously 
fuming - and a little unsettled as well. And it was very apparent that Greta had been just as stunned and 
upset to see Nick. 

Nick couldn't sit still after the encounter with Greta and soon he rose. 

"Hammer?" 

"l'm heading home Sierra, Sorry guys, I've found that | have lost my appetite." 

Ken's eyebrows rose again. "You sure?" 

‘I'm sure, I'll meet you back home. The rest of you, enjoy your week off." 

The other men nodded and watched him leave. 

"Wow," murmured Jamie. 

"Yeah, I'll say," added Jesse. "Who was she do you think? An ex-girlfriend?" 

"With a reaction like that? Hell yes an ex-something. More than that I'd bet" Jamie said thoughtfully. 

I'd stop speculating if | were you," Williams said. "That is private between the lady and the major." 

Ken nodded. "Mike's right, no more gossiping, clear?" 

After a moment, Jesse murmured, "Roger that." He tipped his bottle of beer towards Ken in acknowledgment. 
Sa ale ed a ad ee ad adi 

Greta woke early the following morning, her head aching from her lack of sleep. What little she'd had had been 
disturbed by dreams of Nick - ones she hadn't had in more than two years, including the one where she 
relived her Aunt June's funeral. Nick had made a special trip to be there for her - and for her family. He'd 


always liked June, and she him, so her death had been just as upsetting for him in many ways. They'd been 
just friends then... Until that evening, after the funeral, in her bedroom. She knew he hadn't really intended to 


kiss her and for that kiss to lead where it had, but she'd never really regretted it. 
Until he'd asked her to marry him. 


"Ow! Frak it!" In her tired musings she'd managed to jam her finger in the drawer as she took out her spoon 
for her cereal. Tears burned her eyes, but she was determined not to start that again. "Damn you, Nick Eden!" 


she hissed. 


An hour or so later she was pulling into her parking spot beneath Cheyenne Mountain, for the first time not 


really looking forward to her day working at the SGC. 


Nick had spent the night at the base even though he and his team was on stand down for the next week. He'd 
had a few things to take care of anyway so he just decided to spend the night. He couldn't stand to be at 
home just waiting for Ken's questions. At least here he could be alone with his thoughts and work out his 
frustration in the gym. Which he was currently doing. He was beating the living hell out of the punching bag. 


Sweat streamed down his face as his muscles strained and bulged at punch after vicious punch. 


One of the advantages of working at the SGC was access to the base gym. Around noon, realising that she 
wasn't going to be able to concentrate on the task at hand in her current state of mind, Greta set her 
computer to hibernate and decided to go for a run on the treadmill for an hour instead of visiting the mess. 


She'd brought her own lunch anyway, so she'd eat afterwards. 


After changing into a pair of running shorts, sports bra, and black tank top, Greta entered the gym to the 
sound of someone beating the frak out of one of the punching bags. Since the bag was between her and 
whoever was hitting it, she didn't really pay much attention and headed straight for one of the treadmills. 
Besides the lunatic at the bag, the gym was wonderfully empty. 


Nick didn't see anyone else enter the gym as he was so intent on venting his frustrations he didn't even hear 


that person start to run on the treadmill 


He sent another series of jabs with a shout he sent the heavy bag rocking with force. His chest heaved with 
the exertion as he reached over to grab the towel he had lying on the bench. It was then that he saw the 


other person on the treadmill. 
He couldn't believe it, Greta Simons was in the gym of the SGC. 
"What the hell are you doing here?" he demanded. 


With her earphones in, Greta only vaguely heard the guy's question. She glanced over, then did a double-take. 
Startled at Nick's reappearance in the place she'd least suspected to see him, she stumbled on the treadmill 

Since it was set at a high speed she couldn't regain her pace in time to prevent being flung backward off the 
track. Her Discman went flying, hit the wall and smashed into several pieces. She didn't fare much better, she 


landed hard on the floor behind the treadmill. 


There was nothing on earth that Greta could have done to him that would prevent him from rushing to her 


side. "Gretal" he ran to her kneeling down. "Lord, sweetheart are you alright?" 


Greta gave him a particularly sour look. "I'm fine," she snapped, although she winced as she pushed herself to 
her feet. Then she swore at the sight of her Discman. Quickly realising it was beyond repair, she turned 


angrily to face the rather sweaty Nick. "What the frak are you doing in the SGC gym?" she demanded. 
"I happen to work here. What are you doing here? They don't employ postdoctoral fellows herel!" 


"They do now," she retorted. "I work here - in the anthropology department, and | teach part-time at the Air 


Force Academy." 


"You're kidding," he said a little stunned. Then he helped her to her feet noticing her wince. "Here sit down and 
let me see where you're hurt," he said gruffly as he lead her to the bench where his bag sat. "You can't have 
been here long, I've been here for three months and | know almost everyone on the base," he said taking a look 


at her scraped knee. 


"we been here a month," she explained. His fingers on the inside of her knee sent a shock through her and she 
pulled away abruptly and stood up again. What was she thinking? "Don't." 


"Stop fidgeting, l'm just checking to see if you hurt yourself!" 

"| didn't and if | did, you are the last person I'd want looking at it." Frak, just his touch sent her thoughts 
skittering to places they had no right to be. She limped back to the treadmill and picked up the remnants of 
her compact disc player. "Damn it." 

"Here let me," he said picking up one of the larger pieces. "I will get you a new one." 


lm quite able to afford a new player," she snapped. 


"Hey knock yourself out sweetheart, oh wait, you almost did," he smirked standing there with his arms crossed 


over his well muscled chest looking amused. 


"And whose fault was that?" she retorted. She gathered the rest of the broken player then snatched piece he 


was holding as well. Crossing the room, she dropped the lot in the trash. 


"My dear Greta, if there is one thing you need to get over right this moment is that strange things happen 
here all the time. You shouldn't let it blindside you like that. Here it could cost you your life." His tone was 


incredibly patronizing. 


Greta put her hands on her hips and turned to face him. "Trust me, I've noticed, and | won't - and | don't need 


your help or your advice." She debated leaving the gym for a moment, then decided to finish her run. She 


returned to her treadmill and stepped back on it. 
"You think that's wise?" asked Nick. "Your knee-" 
"Is fine and | don't need your opinion!" 


Nick slammed his hand down on the console turning off the treadmill. "Don't be an idiot Greta Get off that 


thing and let me help you to the infirmary. Doc Fraiser isn't as scary as she tries to be." 
"Nicholas, you may be a lieutenant in the Marine Corps-" 
"Is major now, actually." 


She gave him a withering look. "But I'm not and | don't have to follow your orders. Now frak off and leave me 


alone." 
Nick closed his eyes for a second and prayed for patience. He waited for her to straighten up before he swung 
her up into his arms. "You are injured, you need to go to see Doc Fraiser," he said calmly. "And don't struggle 


or I'll be likely to drop you on your cute ass." 


Realising he'd outmaneuvered her, Greta swore softly and gave in for the time being. She let him carry her to 


the infirmary, where one of the nurses checked out her knee before calling in the petite Air Force doctor. 


"Well, looks like its just bruised. But if you find its getting worse, come back and see me," Dr. Janet Fraiser 


smiled. 


"Thank you," said Greta She slid off the exam table and left the cubicle. She glanced at her watch as she left, 


realising that her chance for working out was gone; she had a meeting in about forty-five minutes. Damn it! 


Nick waited outside the infirmary and watched her as she limped slightly, "You're welcome sweetheart," he said 


as he leaned against the wall. 


"Considering this was your fault, you should really just shut up," she snapped. "And stop calling me sweetheart, 


you no longer have the right" She saw his expression change and knew her barb had hit home. 

"Did you get married then?" he asked sharply. 

When she didn't reply or stop walking, he stopped her. "Did you marry?" he demanded 

Oh, she so wanted to say yes, just to piss him off. "I really don't think that's any of your business. 


"Tell me damn it!" Nick said in his best CO's tone that sent most other people running. 


But Greta just raised her eyebrows. "Yes," she lied. Then she turned and kept walking. She knew he'd find out 
the truth eventually, but if it kept him away from her it was worth it. 


The air went out of his lungs and he stopped, heard her shoes clicking down the hallway. He'd truly lost her. It 
felt as if his world had shattered before him all over again. He took a deep breath and knew that he had to 
get the frak out of there before he lost the tenuous hold he had on his temper and emotions. 


Chapter 5 - Roses and Thorns 


The next few weeks were a struggle. From the moment she'd spoken it, the lie haunted Greta, but it had had 
its desired effect. Nick didn't come anywhere near her, and when their paths did happen to cross, he flat-out 
ignored her. Greta suddenly found she didn't know what was worse, talking to him, or having him ignore her. 

Either way she felt miserable. Seeing him again brought back all of her old feelings; it was piercing to realise 


she still loved him as much as she ever did 


It was just as hard for Nick seeing her everyday and not being able to touch her, to talk to her just about 
killed him and it was affecting his job. 


"Hammer | need to talk to you," his friend and XO Ken Andrews said as he was heading toward the elevators. 
"| don't have time now Sierra," Nick said shortly. 


Ill only take a minute," said Ken. Nick hit the up button. The elevator must have been nearby as the doors 
opened only a couple of seconds later. It was empty, so the moment they stepped inside and the doors closed, 
Ken continued, "What is going on with you? You have been off your game for weeks now and that stunt you 
pulled on this last mission ... | swear Hammer next time you do something like that | will have your ass. Frak 
Nick! You could have been seriously injured or killed!" Ken ran a hand through his marine short dark blonde 


hair. "Look pal, we've been friends for far too long a time and | want to know what is going on" 


"It is none of your concern Sierra and we are not going to discuss it” 


Ken hit the elevator stop button and turned to look at his best friend and commanding officer. "Nick, is it 


Greta?" 

He really shouldn't be surprised. Ken knew him better than his own brothers. Nick sighed, he knew that 
eventually Ken would need answers. He hadn't been on his game for a long time. He sighed again and ran a hand 
through his dark hair. "Not here. I'll explain tonight, aye?" 

‘lm going to hold you to that" Ken released the stop button and the elevator resumed its journey. 

Nick made his way to their shared office, but knew that Ken was due elsewhere. He sat down at his small 
military issued desk and sighed. He'd have to get past these feelings that were threatening to explode all over 


the first innocent person that asked the wrong question 


Just as he was tidying up his desk, his cell phone rang. Without really looking at the display, he answered with 


an uncharacteristically sharp, angry sounding "Eden!" 


"Well hello to you too," a male voice said in reply chucking slightly. "Did | call at a bad time?" 


For a split second, Eden didn't recognize the voice on the other end of the phone. Then a smile broke out on his 


face, "Jon? That you?" he asked 

"It is if you're not going to bite my head off," chuckled Jon Bon Jovi. "You okay buddy?" 

"Yeah, hey sorry about that. It's been a bad day. How the hell are you and where are you" Eden asked 
"Doirt fine and as a matter of fact, | will be coming into The Springs for a week or so. Thought | would see if 
you and Kenny are available on the 28th. I've got a couple backstage passes with your names on them and 


then maybe we could hang out after the show. 


Nick checked his calendar, "Yeah | think we're free. We've actually a bit of a break coming up and | know Sierra 


would love to see you guys again’ 


"Fantastic! I'll make sure that the passes are waiting for you at the will call at the arena Get there early.. oh 


and bring your guitar," Jon said with a grin in his tone. 

"My gui.. what are you planning pal?" Nick said with suspicion. 

"You opposed to a little jam session?" the rocker asked. 

"No, it's just been a while, aye?" 

"Hey no problem. Remember, get there early. | have to run. See ya next week!" and with that Jon hung up. 


Nick stared at his phone for a moment before laying it down on the desk his brain still trying to catch up on 


the strange conversation. Not that it was unusual for Jon to call out of the blue, just his tone was .. different. 


Over the years, Nick had kept in touch on a fairly regular basis with Jon Bon Jovi and the band and a few of 
the other band members they had met; Bret Michaels and the boys of Poison, and even Axl Rose of Guns N' 
Roses, although it had been quite a while since he'd heard from Axl. Nick and Jon did get together as much as 
their schedules allowed. However it was getting more scarce as time marched on. Jon, of course, was insanely 


busy touring and cutting records, while Nick was a full time active duty Marine. 

Later that evening Nick cooked a simple dinner as Ken lounged against the breakfast bar and sipped a lite beer. 
"Got a call from Jon Bon Jovi this afternoon. He said that they are coming here next week and has some 
passes for us." 

Ken smiled, "It's been ages since we got together with the guys.’ 


"Yeah he wants to jam too so bring your bass." 


"Oh lord, it's been ages since I've picked up the bass," Ken replied. There was a break in the conversation while 


the table was set and Nick's chicken, gravy, and rice dish was set on the table. "So Greta." 


Eden sighed and pushed away his half filled plate. "Yeah. | never imagined that she would end up here in the 
Springs much less working at the SGC. Seeing her every day, hearing her voice, smelling her perfume and 
knowing that she can't stand the sight of me." He pushed back his chair and rose to pace as he did when 
agitated. | find that | still have feelings for her Sierra. | still love her," he said very quietly looking down at his 
tightly clasped hands. 


Ken rubbed his chin "As much as | hate to say it, you're going to have to find a way to get past it. She's 


going to be there for a while, and so are you." 


"I know, | know." he sighed. "She just can get to me, she knows me so well Kenny .. | am going to need your 


patience." 

"Well, you'll have it. As long as you understand I'll kick your ass if you start losing your concentration” 

"| can ask for no more Sierra," he said. He did his best to hide just how much her rejection hurt him but he 
was a professional and he would do his best to not let it hurt his performance or possibly putting his men in 
harm's way. This would be the one and only time he'd be talking about this to anyone. 

LE E TE E E eee E 

Greta was just sitting down for lunch - today a salad and a baked potato, since she was planning to go for a 
run later that afternoon - when someone else planted their tray on the table opposite her. She looked up in 
surprise to see Ken Andrews preparing to sit down. 


"Mind if | join you?" he asked flashing her a smile. 


Her eyebrows went up. "Kenny? | had no idea you were stationed here to until | saw you with Nick the other 


night." Normally they would have hugged. After all, she had known Ken almost as long as she had known Nick. 


‘It was frankly a surprise to find you in that coffee shop and then again here of all places. How is it that 
you're working on a military base?" 


‘I'm a post doctorate fellow working as a consultant for the Archaeology department" She set her fork down 
and met Ken's eyes. "What's going on Ken? Did Nick send you here to torment me some more?" she asked 


frankly. 


He wasn't the least bit fazed by her forthrightness. She never had been one to not speak her mind. "No, he 


has no idea I'm here. | guess by now you know that | am his XO, his second in command," he replied casually. 


"Congratulations," she said. 


Ken put his fork down and looked into her brown eyes. "Mostly | feel that | need to ... inform you .. about what 


happens around here." 


Greta's face hardened and her gaze turned cold. She had the feeling that she wasn't going to like what he was 


going to say. "I've had my orientation Captain," her voice was ice cold. 


‘| realize that Doctor," using her title as she had used his. "Hammer is my commanding officer and it's my job 
to make sure that," he paused as if searching for the right words. "Outside .. interferences .. don't mess with 


his head." 

Greta's eyes narrowed. "I see," she said tightly. "And what does that have to do with me?" 
"Just information for you to keep with all the other things you need here." 

"lll keep that in mind," she said, with an edge to her voice. 


"Good," Ken said, "Have you any questions for me?" He knew that he'd pissed her off but he had to make it 
clear to her that if she frakked with Nick it could translate into danger for the team as a whole and Nick in 
particular. It wasn't unusual over the last few months for Nick to do something incredibly risky and dangerous 
and Ken knew under it all was this little slip of a woman that was messing up Nick's head. He was not going to 


stand by and continue to let that happen. 


"No," she replied She paused then added, "Look, | don't know what the major has said, but if l'm correct in 
reading between the lines here, you seem to think that I'm going to deliberately try to get to him somehow. 
Believe me, nothing in the world would induce me to go anywhere near that arrogant ass." With that, she stood 


up. 
"Make sure of that Doctor. Besides being my commanding officer, he is also my friend and we both have the 
lives of three other men under our command and | will not let anything happen to him or the rest of my 


team." 


Greta gave Ken a caustic look, gathered her things, and strode off. 


Chapter 6 - Welcome To The Jungle 


As things turned out, Nick and Ken weren't able to catch Jon and the band when they came through The 
Springs. There had been a family emergency and the two had flown back to Nevada at the passing of Nick's 
grandfather. 


The singer understood but was disappointed that they wouldn't get to see his two friends. 
**Two Months Later ** 


"Excuse me sir?" Nicholas Eden asked in disbelief. He glanced at General George Hammond, head of the SGC and 
Nick's commanding officer before looking again the file in his hand. He'd been called into the general's office for 


a mission briefing 
‘Its fairly clear, | believe," Hammond replied in his Texan accent. "Is there a problem Major?" 


Nick wanted to say that of course there was a problem, Greta Simons was being assigned to his team! What 


the frak? 


"No sir," he finally replied as he turned his blue gaze to the woman in question seated across from him at the 
long conference table that dominated the room. 


"Sir," said Greta, a little hesitantly, "I really don't have a lot of experience in this sort of thing-" 


Hammond glanced over at her, his chin at his chest. "Neither did Dr. Jackson when he joined us, but he's 
proven his skill, as I'm sure you will. Your first mission together is in two days. Please read the briefing notes 


in preparation. Briefing will be Thursday at 0800. Dismissed” 


Nick stood immediately, Greta stood a little more slowly, the briefing notes in her hand. Nick heard the general 
and his aide leave and the door close, but he wouldn't turn to look directly at Greta. He swore under his 
breath. What the hell was he supposed to tell his team? And more importantly how in hell was he supposed to 
work with her? 


Greta ignored Nick and kept walking, striding through the conference room to the corridor. She glanced down at 
the briefing notes, wondering what on earth she was going to do now. She'd done her best over the last couple 
of months since Nick had been injured on a mission trying to keep away from him, and now she'd be thrown 
into his presence for three days straight. Those first hours after he'd been hurt terrified her that she would 
lose him shook her to her core. Even after she was assured that he'd recover, the thought of just how 


dangerous his job was made her even more aware of her growing feelings for him. 


Nick went to his office and slammed the door shut, swore viciously, and threw the file down on his desk. 


Ken was sitting at his desk; just opposite of Nick's and looked up at his friend's loud entry. "You seem peeved 
buddy." 


Nick swore some more and shoved the file at Ken, "Hammond, in his infinite wisdom," sarcasm dripped from his 


words, "Has assigned Simons to our team!" 
"He what?" 
“Simons - Hammond seems to think that she'd be a good fit, fill the role for us that Jackson fills on SG-I" 


"Good fit? What on earth for? Making our jobs harder? How are we supposed to do anything while having to 
watch her at the same time?" 


"That was what | wanted to ask!" 
"Why didn't you?" 


"Oh come on Sierra, | can't ask the general something like that without either risking my ass or having a damn 


good reason for it." 
"And that isn't a good enough reason?" Sierra demanded. 
"Not without explaining everything to him, no!" Nick finally flung himself into his chair and growled. "Frak!" 


"So who gets the joy of telling Dr. Simons?" asked Ken, dreading the idea of Nick asking him to do it. He was 
pretty certain that Simons would be just as keen about this arrangement as he and Eden were. 


"She already knows - she was called into my meeting with the General.” 
"What did she say? Surely she didn't want to - given you guys aren't exactly .. friendly." 


"Frankly pal, | didn't stick around long enough to find out, but from the look she gave me | bet she thinks | 
arranged it or something," Nick groaned. "Shoot me now and save yourself the trouble later. | can see this 


getting very ugly." 


Ken's expression plainly said he agreed with that assessment. All of the interactions he'd seen between Simons 
and Eden over the last few months had been unpleasant to say the least. Flipping through the file Eden had 
thrown at him, Ken quickly took in all the pertinent parts of the mission and noted that they were to ship out 
in a two day's time. He frowned for a moment, thinking. He realized he didn't even really know anything about 
the woman she had become after the break up. He didn't know her skills other than she was an anthropologist. 
She had to be exceptionally good to be with the SGC as were all the people working in the secret facility, but 


not everyone was combat trained and fit to go off-world 


"Tell me she at least knows how to handle a sidearm," he begged his friend. 
Nick gave him a sour look. "| doubt it. She never seemed to have any interest in firearms before.’ 


Now Ken swore. "Wonderful. So we have a new team member, a civilian, who doesn’t know anything about 
military protocol, probably can't defend herself in any real way.." he paused, an idea coming to him. "You know, 
we should probably find out what she can do, how she'll work with the team. Got any plans for this 


afternoon?" 
"Why? What are you thinking?" 


"We have to find out what she knows Hammer. And the only way to do that is to talk to her. Can you two 


have a civil professional conversation?" 


"Of course we canl" he said hotly, "I'm a Marine Corps officer and this is my team! I'm not going to allow her 


or anyone else to frak with what we have." 
"Good because | think we need to take her through the course." 
A slow grin blossomed on Nick's face. "Sierra, | like how you think" 


"Glad to hear it," grinned Ken, pushing the file away from him and standing up. "Way | see it, having her go 
through the course with us is a win-win. If she makes it, we know what her strengths are. If she doesn't it 
gives us a legitimate reason to protest the assignment. I'll get the guys together, meet you topside in an 


hour?" 


"You got it pal, I'll just go and get our new member. This should be very interesting. You deserve a raise 


Sierra, damn if you don't!" 
They parted company at the end of the corridor; Ken to round up the other Black Sheep, Nick to find Greta. 


After the meeting with the general, Greta had retreated to her small office. She spent several minutes just 
staring at her computer screen, wondering what on earth she'd done to deserve the assignment to IT, she had 
given her head a slight shake and tried to concentrate on what she'd been doing before being called to the 


meeting. 


It was hard-going though. Frak, it was hard enough walking around the base, wondering if she was going to 
meet him around the corner. Now she'd be in his company for an extended period of time - how on earth was 
she going to be able to hide how she really still felt about him? If being around him on base was like being 
stabbed repeatedly, this assignment would be like having someone twisting that knife inside her. 


So she was sitting, with her head in her hands, desperately trying to come up with good reason to beg off the 
assignment, when Nick abruptly appeared in her office. 


"Simons," he said her last name with a hard edge that he didn't realize was in his voice. "Since you have time 
for a nap," he said coming to a halt just inside her office and leaning against the doorjamb, "I thought we'd 


better get you squared away on mission protocol." 


Greta started, then bristled at both his words and his tone. She turned slowly, and replied, "I'm already familiar 


with mission protocol - I've been on several. And for your information | wasn't napping." 

"Sure looked like it from where l'm standing. And you don't know IT's protocol. If you're going to be on 
assignment with us, you need to know us before we step through that gate. Get your gear, we're meeting the 
rest of the team topside in forty-five to run the course. You have a sidearm assigned to you, | take it?" 
Greta couldn't help the furious expression that crossed her face. "I do - it's at the armory." 

"Then get it," said Nick. "| don't have all day." 


She glared. "I can only sign it out in the presence of an officer-" 


"Well then come along sweetheart, | don't like to keep the team waiting.” The way he said ‘the team’ implied 


that she was not part of it nor would she ever be. 

It didn't take them long to sign out Greta's side arm and she made a point of changing as quickly as she could. 
Some forty minutes later she joined SG-IT at the two mile long obstacle course located not far from one of 
the exits from the base. She was intensely thankful she'd run it by herself several times; it was hard and she 
knew she'd have her work cut out for her, keeping up with the Marines. 

Ken and Nick watched as Greta readied herself. "Who are you going to send her up against first?" 

“Thought I'd put Dig up first," Nick replied 


Ken looked a little startled. "You're not going to run it?" 


He wanted to, badly, but he wasn't sure if he trusted himself. Then again it might be a good way to release 


some tension. 


"Well, now that | think about it maybe we'll all go. It's been a couple of months since we've really had a full out 
run on this thing anyway.” 


Ken groaned, "I had the feeling you were going to say that." 
"Alright you hot shots, get the lead out!" Nick called out. 


The rest of the team jogged to where he and Ken waited. 


"Since it's been a while, we're all going to have a full out run. Same rules, first one to finish, taking all of the 
flags in your lane, wins. Loser's punishment will be the same as well; running the course again. Full packs .. 


move it!" 


Running the course on a normal day was hard enough - and Greta always considered herself to be above 
average in terms of fitness. Running it with a full pack and trying to keep up with five combat-trained Marines 
was a whole new, painful experience. Despite her burning lungs she did her best to keep up, especially since 


whenever she started to slip behind, Nick yelled at her. It had the desired effect - she pushed herself harder. 


"For frak's sake, Simons, this isn't a Sunday stroll! If you can't keep up here, how are you going to keep up out 
there?" 


"Asshole," she replied under her breath as she reached the top of the platform and the ropes they had to use 
to swing across a ravine. She gripped it tightly, took several steps back and leaped off. She landed on the other 
side with a slight stumble and an, "Oof!" The weight of the pack toppled her forward and she almost fell. 
Someone - she wasn't sure who, steadied her by grabbing the back of her pack. A moment later Nick landed 
beside her. 


His landing was not as steady as usual, this was the first time since his injury from their last mission that 
he's been on the course and the weight of the 50 pound pack rested along the healing wound as well as the 
shoulder strap that dug into the flesh of his right arm just above the deep gash that was almost fully healed. 


Still he wasn't moving as freely as usual. 
Each time pain shot through his side or his arm, he pushed himself that much harder. 
"Move it sweetheart!" 


They set off up the hill and Greta knew she was falling behind again. She also knew that there was no way she 
wouldn't be the last one to finish the course - which was probably just what Nick had planned. The last three 
quarters of a mile was a straight uphill run. All of SG-I7, Nick included, was waiting for her at the top, puffing 
and sweating despite the cool weather. All of them, barring Nick, seemed a little impressed as they watched 
her approach. She slowed to a walk as she reached them, hands on her hips, her lungs straining. 


"Nice of you to join us," announced Nick. 

She gave him a glare. They were back at the beginning of the course now; to their right was the shooting 
range, to their left the course started over. "I suppose, since | lost, | get to run it again?" she asked 
sarcastically. 


"Come on, Hammer," murmured Williams. "Give her a break. She finished only a couple minutes behind us." 


"Oh, no," insisted Greta. "If those are the rules | wouldn't want to break them." 


"Tell you what Simons," again there was that venomous spin on her last name. "You beat me on the shooting 
range and I'll run the course again, you lose and you run it," he said in a mock magnanimous tone. "Enjoy the 
respite sweetheart, you're going to need it” 

She saw Ken turn away, pinching the bridge of his nose. "Are we cleared for the firing-" 

"You do know how to use your sidearm, don't you sweetheart?" 


"I told you to stop calling me that," she snapped, approaching the firing range. 


Nick just gave her another mocking look, drew his sidearm and fired, all his shots landing perfectly in the 
center of the life-size target some fifty yards away. "Your turn" 


Greta hesitated. 

"Your turn! Frak, Simons, out there we don't have time to dilly-dally and check out the scenery!" 

Fine, she thought. She drew her sidearm and let of a string of shots, all landing in the center of the target. 
Then she glanced over at Nick's surprised face, turned back, and landed one more shot in the head of the 
target, then with a half-smile, deliberately landed the next in the crotch. Behind her she heard someone cover 
a snigger. 

Eden shot a glare at Digger who coughed to cover his laugh. "Nice," Nick said not in a complementary manner. 
"A still target is simple, what about moving? 

"Hammer, | think she's .." Williams began but the glare his CO threw him made him keep his opinion to himself. 
‘Moving target! Ryan set it up!" 

"Aye sir," Ice said quickly resetting the range. 

"Be my guest Simons, ladies first.” 

Greta glared at him, adjusted her stance and tried to prepare herself for something she'd never done before. 
The series of targets began to move side to side, up and down and spin. "Right then, what you need to do is hit 
each target as you run the 50 yard course. Each hit will be recorded here," he pointed to the computer 


screen Ice was standing at. 


"You will have a max of five minutes to get through it. Your time starts ... now!" 


She got through with only a few seconds to spare. Breathing heavily, she returned to the others, made sure 
that the chamber of her side arm was empty and re-sheathed it in the holster on her leg. 


"Wow, sweetheart," murmured Nick as she approached. "I didn't know you were so .. skilled." 


She raised her eyebrows at him. "You don't know me anymore, Nick," she replied. "As it turns out, you 
apparently never really did, did you?" She waited for that barb to sink in and added, "I'm done here. Thank you 


for the fun afternoon." 


"No so bloody fast baby," Nick bit out. "There is one more test. This time you're not up against cardboard 
cutouts on a motor, this time, you're up against me." he said, blue eyes dark and sparking angry fire at her 


comment. 


"Hammer, she'd not that advanced," Ken put in but he knew Nick was quickly passing the point of being 


reasonable. 
"Stow it Sierra and get her a vest!" 


"No," snapped Greta. Her tone was firm. "I'm tired of playing your damn game, Nick. | didn't ask to be assigned 
to your team - you know damn well it's the last place I'd want to be. If you want to get me off it, be my 
guest. Seriously, I'm done here and | have somewhere else to be." She pulled off her pack dumped it at his feet, 


turned and strode off down the path leading back into the base. 


In two long strides he reached out to grab hold of her arm and stopped her. "You are not done sweetheart, 
not by a long shot. This is my team and those men there are my closest friends! | will not have an 
inexperienced civilian risking their lives just because you're throwing a hissy fit not wanting to do the work! 
Unlike you, we happen to look out for each other, there is a *commitment* there!" 


Greta visibly flinched. She lowered her voice and said, "Then ask to have me removed from the team and we'll 
all be happy, won't we? | promise I'll stay as far away from you as possible, just as you want. Now, | have a 
four o'clock with Jackson and the rest of the anthropology department. I'll be late as it is." 


"| don't give a bloody damn who you're supposed to meet with Simons, we're going to finish this course. Your 
priorities are now with this team, you got that sweetheart? You're not going to blow this off like you have 
other things!" 

Oh, like you're one to talk!" 


Nick stepped closer to her, his voice shook with his anger and rage, "I wasn't the one that said no! That was 


you baby!" 


"| wasn't the one who took off and never came back!" she hissed. "You-" She took a breath and said in a voice 


that strove to be calm, "You blew off our relationship, not me" She turned and walked away again. 


"You said you wouldn't marry mel” Nick hissed so that only she could hear him. "Something about my name not 
being good enough and you losing your bloody identity!” 


She turned and stared at him, her eyes wide. "*That's® all you heard?" She shook her head. "| guess that 


figures." 


"You explain yourself Simons!" he demanded. "What | heard is that you didn't love me enough to accept my 


proposal!" 
"You only heard what you wanted to hear." 


"What | wanted to hear was a yes! Instead you threw it in my face! You are more in love with your frakking 


job than were were mel" 

Greta swallowed. "And you-" She stopped again. "You know what? Frak this. Frak you. If you'd really loved me as 
much as you said you did, you'd have come back and tried to work things out. You didn't - you flew back to 
Pensacola and left me behind." 


She saw Nick's jaw tense and he took a step back, his expression blank. 


"| did more sweetheart, | went all the way to Saudi Arabia! Somehow staying in the same country with you 


wasn't all that appealing." 

She felt like he'd just punched her in the gut. She'd always wondered whether he'd got caught up over in the 
Middle East - or the Balkans. She opened her mouth to reply, but couldn't really find anything appropriate. 
Doing her best to cover her emotions, she turned and headed back down the path to the entrance to the base. 


This time, Nick let her go. He turned sharply on his heel and strode the opposite way. 


Hot on his heels after seeing the angry confrontation, Ken caught up with his friend. "Whoa Hammer mind 
telling me what that was all about?" 


"Get lost Andrews," he bit out and left the rest of the team staring after him. 


Ken didn't follow; he knew better. Turning he grabbed Greta's dumped pack, Mike grabbed Nick's. He'd thrown it 
off when Greta had stormed off. 


"There is so history between those two," murmured Jesse. 
"Oh, for frak's sake, Dig, give it a rest," sighed Jamie. 


For her part, Greta managed to make it all the way down to the locker room level before she lost it. She 


grabbed her shower gear, found an empty stall, and sat and cried for several minutes, until she heard other 
voices enter the locker room beyond. She sniffed, stood, and tried to take a few deep breaths. She wouldn't let 


Nick see how much he'd upset her. She refused to give him any more power over her. 


Chapter 7 - Flint and Steel 


Nick strode down the hallway after his briefing with Hammond, in a fine rage. Over the last four months, since 
Greta had been attached to IT, things have gone steadily downhill. They fought constantly when they were 
speaking, and tension filled silences and barely veiled seething looks when they weren't. 


Nick's mood was so bad that even his teammates didn't want to be around him any longer that necessary. 


He entered the office, slammed down the file. "We've a mission, call the team together," he said pacing back and 


forth like a caged tiger. 
Ken looked up and frowned. "You want to meet in here?" he asked. 


Nick stopped and shook his head. "It's a joint mission with SG-I5, we'll need one of the conference rooms. Get 
everyone together and let's meet in thirty." 


"You got it," Ken said putting the file down and turning in his chair. "Okay, you're obviously pissed as hell about 


something, mind telling me what it is?" 

"Is nothing," Nick said shortly. 

"Like hell." 

"Just do your job Sierra" 

Ken leaned back in his chair and looked at his friend carefully. "Has she done something you don't like again?" 
"Sierra | swear to you that woman was set upon this earth with the sole purpose of driving me insane." 
"Again, what happened?" 


"We, along with I5 are going to this barren rock of a planet in the hopes of Simons finding some sort of 


something or another. Two teams! | just can't fathom it." 

Ken sighed and trying for patience. Over the last few months, Nick had developed a habit of blaming things on 
Greta that were completely outside her control - or that she was simply ignorant of. "So you're pissed just 
because this mission is one of those where we stand around while someone else gets the action?" Ken asked 
not understanding why he was upset. "Or is it mainly that you and Greta had another fight?" 

"We didn't fight, not exactly." 


Ken's dark blonde brow rose over his hazel eyes in question. 


"She just fights me on every little thing. Its not how we operate here and it's throwing a wrench in everything 
we do." Okay that was a lame excuse for his horrible attitude lately but he wasn't going to discuss his feelings 


even with one of his best friends. 


"Hammer, you know that this isn't her fault. She is given assignments just like the rest of us are. I'm sure she 


isn't any more pleased about this than we are." 
"| reckon not, but two teams? And next to no intel?" 


"So how is that her fault?" Ken asked. "Look pal, | know you two have had a falling out, but you're stuck with 
each other until Hammond tells you otherwise. Make the best of it. Nick," he said meeting his friend's eye in 
the hopes that he'd get his point across. "| know she hurt you just as you hurt her. That was years ago. You 
aren't usually one to hold on to something like this and let it rule your life. You used to love her, can't you find 
a happy medium where the two of you can work together in harmony so that the rest of us don't have to be 
wary of your temper? Frak Hammer, you have Digger walking on eggshells and actually showing up early for a 
change. Okay so maybe that isn't a bad thing, but you aren't doing yourself any favors by letting this thing 
fester inside. You don't eat or sleep well and I'm going to have to take some drastic measures if things don't 


improve and soon" 

There was a few moments of silence as Eden digested his friend's words. His first reaction was to bite off 
Ken's head for lecturing him like that, but Ken had been doing that sort of thing as long as he could 
remember. He was always the voice of reason 

"Sierra, do you remember that first week of the tour with the guys?" 


"Yeah, of course." He smiled at the memory. "Sometimes | wish we were still out on the road with them." 


Nick gave a small smile, "Me too. Do you remember when Alec and CC. tried to pick a fight with Jack and my 
brother Jon?" 


"Sure, it took you and | to hold Jon back from pummeling Alec. | never did understand why they were fighting." 


"It was something really stupid over some girl | think, but mostly it was to show us that there was an 
established pecking order, so to speak. We were the newbies and needed to understand where we fell into 
things. Most of the Poison guys were wasted at the time, but Bret said to me that it was probably best for 
them to have it out now than letting it fester into something that no one could control.” Nick met Ken's gaze 


and sighed. "You'd have thought | would have learned from that example." 


"Which is what I've been trying to tell you ever since. Now, I'm not telling you to have a full out fight, but 
can't you at least talk things through enough where you both start to heal?" 


"| suppose we'll have to if only to keep the guys from bolting the moment | come into view." 


"So you *have* noticed," Ken chuckled. 


"Of course | have." Nick sighed and rubbed a hand through his dark hair. "I'll talk to her. But for right now, we 
need to get together with McKay's team and go over this mission” 


"Does he know what's going down?" 
"Yeah, he was at the short briefing Hammond gave 

"Hl notify the team and meet you in the conference room in thirty then’ 
"Right," Nick muttered as Ken left him alone to deal with his explosive temper. 


A short time later there was a knock on the door, "Hey Hammer, you there?" Major John McKay called from 


the other side of the door. 

Nick sighed but crossed the room and let his old friend in. 

John "Blue Velvet" McKay was an Army chopper pilot and in command of the SGC's Search and Rescue team 

SG-I5 and one of Eden's close friends second only to Ken Andrews. He was about the same height as Nick and 
had a similar build. Where Nick had dark brown hair and clear sapphire blue eyes, John's hair was lighter and 
finer and his eyes were more grey then blue. He was slightly stockier than Nick but just as muscular. 

John entered and shook his head, "You look like someone stole your best friend pal." 


For an instant, intense pain entered the dark blue depths of Nick's eyes before it was hidden again. 


Johnny took a seat in Ken's chair and watched as Nick leaned on his desk. "You don't seem to be very happy 


about this mission" 
"Yeah? Well, | was hoping the last one would be the final one Simons would be on Apparently not." 


"Ahh," said John. He glanced at his watch, then added, "I know this isn't any consolation, but l'm pretty certain 


she's going to feel the same way." 


"Sierra said the same thing." Nick pushed himself away from the desk facing his long time friend. "Do me a 
favor and keep her out of my hair?" 


John sighed inwardly. "It'll be my pleasure. Although it won't be hard - she'd rather not be anywhere near 
your hair." It was a poor attempt at humor and Nick didn't really even crack a smile. "On one condition though 


- you get off her back too. This mission isn't any more her fault than it is yours." 


"You turning to her camp there buddy?" Nick bit out sharply. Then he apologized. This was not going to be 
easy. "I'm sorry. | promised Sierra that | would try to stop blaming everything on her and talk to her about .. 
things .. but l'm not sure there is time before the mission" 


"Nick, l'm not one one side or the other. Im just trying to ensure that we're going to have a successful 
mission with no in-fighting." 


"Keep her off my back and make sure that she does her job and | won't have a problem. I'll have that talk 
after the mission" 


McKay stood up. "I'd try for before it if were me." He headed back toward the door as he needed to get the 
mission file from his office before they met up in the conference room. With that, he strode out and shut the 
door behind him. 


9 EEK 


Greta was in her small office perusing her email when Ken tapped on her door. "Head's up," he greeted her, 
only walking in at her slight nod. "We've a new assignment. Hammer wants us to meet in the main conference 


room in." He glanced at his watch. "Ten minutes." 


Her eyebrows arched slightly, then Greta sighed. She thought she was done with her assignment to I. 


"Wonderful," she murmured. 


FEKE 


Nick took the opportunity to get a tighter rein on his temper before he gathered up his files and strode to 
the conference room. Not five minutes later his team trooped in followed by McKay's. 


Very succinctly he briefed the combined team of their mission. "Are there any questions?" 


When no one said anything, Johnny tapped his pen on the table and added, "I want to remind everyone that this 
is a joint mission. That means that any order that Eden or | give is one that needs to be followed by all. Eden 


and | will be conferring as necessary, of course." 


Richardson cleared his throat. "Sirs, if you dont mind my asking, why are we going in joint? | mean, from the 


mission objective, it seems a little .. excessive." 


"Because," said McKay. "The first recon team there noted some recent activity - nothing real major or 
indicative of the Goa'uld or anyone else, but Hammond didn't want to take the risk. Besides, it's good practice 


for us to work together occasionally." 


Nick nodded agreeing with John. "You know what to do, but I'll reiterate. Even though we are two teams, we act 


as one. McKay and | will be in constant contact so if there are any questions ask either one of us. We take 


care of our objective, get the mineral samples and if possible, we get a line on whoever it was that the recon 


team noted. No one takes unnecessary risks. Understood?" he asked, 
There was a chorus of yes sirs and both majors nodded. 


"We ship out tomorrow morning, 0730. Be in the gate room with your gear no later than 0720. Clear, 
Richardson?" 


"0720, yes sir," Jess replied without his usual cockiness. Jessie was notorious for being just on time, which in 


Nick's book was late, and he hated being late for anything. 


There was another round of agreement before Nick dismissed them. Not once had he so much as looked at 


Greta di rectly. 


He gathered up his files glancing to see if John wanted to have dinner at The Bomber but instead of John, he 
saw that Greta was still there. 


Bloody hell. 


"Is there a problem Simons?" he asked her unkindly. He winced at his tone. It had become habit for him to 
speak so to her. 


Greta had sat through the entire briefing and for once hadn't said a word. She wasn't entirely sure why she 
was so slow gathering her notepad and pen and now that Nick had snapped at her, she was regretting moving 


so slowly. "There always is," she muttered. 
"Then what is it?" he demanded impatiently. 
"Nothing that can be solved by talking to you, apparently.” 


"Well since you haven't actually stated any form of problem then you are correct. Or are you just looking for 


something else?" 


"No, I'm not," said Greta, gathering her things and holding them in one arm. I've long since given up looking for 


anything from you, she added silently as she headed for the open door. 
"Not that you ever did," Nick said bitterly as she turned to leave. 


In the doorway Greta stopped. After a moment she reached out, her back still to Nick, grabbed the door and 
closed it; it shut with a rather loud click. Then she turned back to Nick, crossed the floor, threw her notepad 
and pen on the table and demanded, "Stop taking this out on me. | didn't ask to be here. | didn't ask to be on 
your team, and | certainly didn't ask to be on this frakking mission!" 


"Well you are part of my team Doctor so start damn-well acting like it! Instead you sit through the briefing 
like a spoiled child pouting!" 


"Pouting?" she repeated. "I wasn't pouting! | just didn't have anything to say! | can't win with you, can I? If | say 
something, you jump down my throat or make some sort of snide comment, if | don't l'm pouting and I'm not a 


team player!" 


"Never once have you made a contribution to a briefing! Not once! Hell, even Mad Dog has more to say about 


our missions than you dol" 


"Oh, and what do you want me to say?" she asked. "I can't offer an opinion on tactics, or procedure - they're 


not in my realm of expertise-" 


"Simons, I'm not a dictator," he sighed wearily. "Its not that | have to have everything my way, | do welcome 
suggestions and there are some times where something other than the conventional approach works best; you 
know like how a civilian might see things. But instead of that, you offer nothing! We are supposed to be a 


cohesive team" 


"And you've gone out of your way to make me feel welcome, haven't you?" she asked. "Four months I've been 
part of SG-IT and not once have you asked for my input. And given how you are around me in general, do you 
really think | want to risk you biting my head off or humiliating me in front of your team by offering a 
‘suggestion’? | don't think so." 


"And just how am | supposed to be welcoming to you when you are obviously not happy being here? Look, | 
didn't ask for you to be put on my team, but you are for however long it is the general wants. What needs to 
happen is for us to all get along in a professional manner. It doesn't matter to him if we can't stand each 
other, if you can do the job then I'm stuck with you. If you can't do it, tell me and I'll inform the general that 
you are unfit by SGC standards." 


Greta's eyes narrowed. "Unfit?" 
"Unfit. That is the only way off my team Simons. If you can't do your job then you get to look elsewhere. This 
is a military base sweetheart and even civilians have to adhere to our standards of physical and mental 


excellence." 


She put her hands on her hips and glared. He was challenging her, she knew. "Well, seeing as | haven't failed any 


of your standards yet, | guess you are stuck with me, aren't you?" 


"Can you handle it sweetheart?" he asked and not out of concern for her well being. "Can you obey my 


orders?" he asked advancing on her, stalking her. 


Greta's eyebrows arched slowly as he walked toward her. She didn't step back and she knew that Nick didn't 


expect her to. She'd never done so before, not once in all the time they'd known each other, and she didn't 


mean to start now. "I'd say that the past four months would provide you ample evidence that | can - and 


have." 


"Cake walks Simons," he said his voice taking on a slightly husky quality. "Practice runs if you will. This is the 
real thing." 


Her eyebrows arched, as they always did when someone did or said something she found doubtful. "| somehow 
doubt Hammond considers the other missions not to be ‘real’, but if so, it's a good thing I've had a lot of 
practice now, isn’t it?" Nick was standing right in front of her now, but she only had to tilt her head ever so 


slightly to meet his eyes. 


"lf that is how you want to think, then by all means. Last thing | want or need from you is for you to freeze 


out there." 


Nick's sapphire blue eyes slipped to her lips. He'd always loved the taste of her kisses and his traitorous body 
hardened at the sight of her mouth, the curve of her cheek, and the way her unruly curls forever escaped 
her bun. 


"You think that I'd freeze?" 


"You have never shot any living being Simons, you're not military trained to handle the situation. Yes, | think 


you'd freeze." 


"You're right, I'm not military trained,” she agreed. "But | think if Hammond was really concerned about us 


coming across unfriendlies, | wouldn't be going along would |?" 


“There is always the risk, always! You can't ever think that it is safe out there cause if you do, you get 
complacent and when that happens, that is when the Goa'uld show up and bite you in the ass! This planet is a 
lot closer to known Goa'uld strongholds than any other we've been to!" 


Nick's cologne was starting to distract her, as was his closeness. "Yeah, Nick, | get it. And before you jump 


down my throat about not taking it seriously, | do. | get it” 


"You had better sweetheart, because contrary to what you might think, | do care," he said taking one tiny step 


closer to her. 


She laughed but still didn't back away. "Sure you do," she said, "About not having a civilian get killed on your 
watch." He was so close to her now that she could feel his breath against her cheek. She wasn't entirely sure 
what he was trying to accomplish with this - intimidation, perhaps? But what it was really doing was making 


her stomach do somersaults and upsetting her ability to concentrate. 


"You're right," he agreed. "I don't like paperwork to begin with, and you always seem to create more." 


Greta had no idea what possessed her to do it. One moment she was opening her mouth to retort, the next 
she'd lifted her head a little further and kissed him. Her lips brushed his lightly at first, then, when he seemed 


to freeze in surprise, she pressed a little harder. 


It was a bit of a shock when she kissed him that at first, he stiffened. Then when she pressed closer, he 
pulled her hard against him and slashed his lips over hers. Lord how he'd missed her kisses! His brain went 
completely blank when her lips parted and his tongue swept into the sweetness of her mouth to fence with 


hers. 


The kiss became hard and passionate in seconds. Greta pressed herself as close to Nick as she could, her arms 
wrapping around his back, all thought as to consequences completely gone. All she was aware of was Nick's 


body against hers once more, reacquainting herself with his taste and feel, the way his slight stubble scraped 


her cheek. 


Nick's arms tightened around Greta, one hand slid up and cupped the back of her head by her bun as his lips 
slid over her lips tasting every corner, every crevice. Then he left her lips to slide over her cheek to the 
place just under her ear where his tongue teased the soft skin. Then as her head fell back against his 
supporting arm, his mouth wandered to that place that made her knees buckle; that soft spot between her 
shoulder and her neck His hot mouth seared her flesh with intense kisses. 


Greta clutched at him and gasped a little. She fleetingly wondered that he still remembered how to get that 


response from her, then she felt the wall at her back. 
"Excuse me sir," came the hesitant voice of the general's admin. "We have another meeting in fifteen minutes." 
Instantly they both broke apart. 


"Of course, thank you Lieutenant," Nick said his heart thundered in his chest, his breathing as if he's just 


completed a marathon. 


Greta took a couple of deep breaths, pushed herself away from the wall and grabbed her things from the 
table. Her cheeks were flushed with embarrassment and from the intensity of their kisses. 


It was a rare thing for Nick not to know what to say so he didn't say anything before he slowly gathered up 
his files. His mind was reeling with the passion that flared so intently so instantly between them as if the last 
six years of hurt and betrayal hadn't happened. 


Finally he looked at her. "Tomorrow, gate room, don't be late." No surprise that his voice was hoarse and 


clogged with emotion. 
Greta barely nodded before she heard him stride out. Then she closed her eyes and swore under her breath. 


Passion quickly receded and turned into fury. He berated himself for letting her get to him. He strode to his 


office where he dropped off his stuff, barely affording Kenny a nod before he grabbed his gear and headed to 
the gym. He needed to work out his frustrations or he was going to Greta's quarters and make love to her all 
night. He told himself that it was only because she'd ignited his passions, that he was a healthy male in his 


prime and when a beautiful female started kissing on him, he was going to react. 
He refused to analyze it further. 
He changed into his workout gear quickly and proceeded to beat the hell out of the punching bag. 


After Nick left her in the conference room, Greta beat a hasty retreat to her office, where she grabbed her 
bag and keys. She needed to get out of the SGC for a while. 


In the end she went for a long walk, before grabbing the things she'd need on the mission, before returning to 


the SGC for the night. 


Chapter 8 - Hard To Say Im Sorry 


Greta woke early the next morning and was in the gate room fifteen minutes before they'd been ordered to 


assemble. 


One by one the team gathered in the gateroom. Nick was in the control room for some last minute 
information. He made it down the spiral staircase just as the last person arrived. "Mission's been scrubbed 


people." 
"What happened?" Ken asked coming up to his friend 


"Can't establish a lock so the techs are going to check out the system, run full diagnostics. We have the next 
two days off." Nick met the eyes of his men. "I don't want to hear of you hotshots getting into trouble. Report 


back on Thursday and we'll see if the mission is back on. Dismissed." 
The three men hurried out of the gateroom leaving Greta, Nick, and Ken. 


Greta didn't know exactly what to say so she adjusted her pack and quietly left the two men. With unexpected 
two days off, maybe she could put some distance between herself and Eden and stop obsessing about how 
good it felt to kiss him again - and that she'd actually done it. Her cheeks flushed a little with embarrassment. 


"Greta, hold the elevator!" John McKay called out just as she pushed the up button. He jogged to the waiting 
lift and entered. He was glad that the mission had been cancelled as she seemed to have something on her 


mind. "You seem distracted today; you okay?" 

Greta shrugged and looked up at her friend. He was one of the few people who knew her side of things with 
Nick. They'd dated for a couple of months when she'd first arrived, but it hadn't really worked out. There 
didn't seem to be a real spark between them. Instead they'd developed a deepening friendship, something that 
Greta had found she'd really been missing. "| don't know..." She absently pushed a stray curl out of her face. "I 
did something stupid yesterday," she admitted. 

John's eyebrow rose in question. "Mind if | ask what you did? It might not be as bad as you think 

Greta kept her eyes averted and watched the numbers change on the display. "I kissed Nick," she sighed. 


"| see," John replied blowing out a breath and running his hand through his light brown hair. "lm .. surprised he 


.. allowed it." 


"| don't know what possessed me... Stupid thing to do! And even better, the whole base probably already knows. 


Hammond's assistant, Lieutenant Swensen interrupted us to let us know that the conference room was needed." 


John winced in sympathy, "No doubt, she isn't the most circumspect officer. She isn't malicious, but she does 


have a thing for Hammer 

Greta's heard turned a little sharply. "She does?" 

"Greta, most of the women on base have their eyes on Hammer. He is oblivious to the looks they throw him, 
but anyone with half a brain can see how the little darlings look at him," John said chuckling and shaking his 
head. 

"x| hadn't noticed,” she said a little shortly. 

"You being the exception," John chuckled "You aren't trying to get his attention" 


Greta frowned and gave a soft snort. "The opposite, usually." 


Their conversation came to an end as the elevator stopped on Greta's floor. She said good-bye to her friend 
and headed to her quarters to drop off her gear, grab her briefcase and then she'd head home. 


While she was packing some needed items in her satchel, there was a knock on her door. She crossed the small 


space and opened the door only to find Nick standing there. 
"Nick, is something wrong?" she asked a little disconcerted that he'd show up at her quarters. 


"No, you forgot this," he said holding up a notebook. "It fell out of your pack. | thought you might need it” He 
handed it to her and made the mistake of locking eyes with her. 


He felt his senses narrow to focus only on her. He could see the rapid tattoo of her heartbeat in the vein of 


her long white neck, the quickening of her breathing, the slight dilation of her lovely golden eyes. 
"|. thank you," she said in a softer tone than she had used around him in a very long time. 


"Right then," he said in his unusual accent. "I'll leave you to it." He started to move away and she found herself 


calling him back. 


"Nick?" she asked. He stopped and she wondered what on earth she planned to say - sit down and talk with me? 
lm sorry for yesterday? 


He looked at her in question. "Yes?" 


She opened her mouth, then closed it again. Suddenly she was swamped with the feeling of just how much she 
missed him, his friendship. She shook her head. "Nothing. I'll see you later." 


He wondered what it was she had been trying to say. "Are you sure that is all you wanted to say?" 


She hesitated, looking up at him. He stood several inches taller than she did. She met his questioning gaze. "I'm 
sorry about what happened yesterday," she said quietly. "It was ... inappropriate." 


Nick stiffened slightly and then nodded. "Accepted" he replied 

She didn't quite know what she'd needed or wanted to hear, but somehow it wasn't that. "Okay," she murmured 
He'd taken a couple of steps and in a very rare show of his old self, he turned his head, "Greta ." 

ee 

"|." he knew what he wanted to say, he'd wanted to tell her how much she had been on his mind lately, how 


much he'd missed her kisses, but the words were stuck in his throat. "Nothing, good night" Then he turned 


and hurried down the corridor before he made a complete fool of himself. 


Chapter 9 - Insomnia 


London England 199b 


Jon Bon Jovi exited the elevator of the London hotel he and the band were staying in. He was tired, but not 
sleepy. He hated that but it happened more and more lately. It was probably the jet lag and that it would 
correct itself with time and rest. They flew in earlier in the afternoon and had a whirlwind of press, radio, and 
television interviews to do in advance of tomorrow night's kickoff of their European tour. Then they had dinner 
with some VIPs, and he had to see to a few last minute details before being able to relax at the hotel. Of 
course, rest was fleeting so he'd decided to take a walk in the private courtyard in the hopes that he would 
settle down enough to get some shut-eye. 


On the way back from his quiet and soothing walk, he stepped out of the elevator and into corridor heading 
toward his suite of rooms. Just as he was passing by one of the rooms, he heard the soft strains of a guitar 
being played. He paused at the door listening. He glanced at the room recalling that this was Nick Eden's. Eden 
had joined them for this tour. Jon continued to listen to the haunting melody being so artfully played until 
there was silence in the room. Jon knocked softly. "Nick?" he called out quietly. 


Nicholas Eden, a tall, dark haired young man of 28 opened the door. "Oh frak Jon, | didn't mean to disturb you, | 
thought the door was closed!" 


The singer chuckled, "You didn't | was just coming back from a walk; couldn't sleep. Mind if | come in?" 


Eden stepped back to allow the other man to enter. Nick had known him for almost ten years or so and was 
eternally grateful that he was being given this chance to perform with them again. It was something he wasn't 


sure was going to ever happen once he'd entered the Marine Corps. 


Nick and his brothers played in a band that won a contest to open for the North American leg of Bon Jovi's 
Slippery When Wet Tour back in ‘85. Nick was just 18. The inexperienced band, ‘Eden’, enjoyed moderate success 
with their tour, and had a hit single until lead guitarist Nick left the group to enter the Corps and become a 
fighter pilot. After that the group broke up. Over the years, Nick had kept in touch with the Bon Jovi 
members. They would get together when their schedules allowed, Jon would ask Nick to send in guitar tracks 
for songs, Richie would bounce ideas off Nick Always the guys would ask Nick to come back on the road with 
them. 


The two men were a study in similarities and contrasts, Nick was tall standing b'3", almost the maximum height 
for being a pilot. He was muscular, yet lean and perhaps a bit too slim for his height. He had short dark brown 
hair that was beginning to grow out of its strict military cut, and startling dark blue eyes that usually 
sparkled with humor and a touch of mischief but were now dimmed with something Jon could only call hurt. 
Jon stood 5'9", sporting sun streaked blonde hair that was layered and shorter than his ‘big hair’ days back in 
the 80's but his bangs still flopped into his sky blue eyes endearingly to the delight of his legion of female 


fans. At the age of 32, Jon, like Nick was muscular and slim, (both men worked out like fiends) but there was 


an air of cockiness in the rocker that was missing from the former pilot. Nick was still single, whereas Jon was 
married to his high school sweetheart Dorothea and a father of two; Stephanie and Jesse. 


Eden's ‘retirement from the Corps happened to coincide with the departure of Alec John Such and a 
reshuffling of the band. Jon had heard of Nick's discharge and wanted to know if he had any interest in their 


new tour. 


Nick had been a little reluctant, not because he didn't play any longer, he did and still loved having a guitar in 
his hands, but it had been almost ten years since he'd been actively playing. 


Jon persuaded Nick to go out on tour with them but with that first show looming, Nick was having doubts. 
"You okay buddy?" Jon asked. He had never seen his friend so quiet and pensive before. 


Eden shrugged as he took a seat on the bed while Jon sat in the chair by the window. "It's been a while since 


I've done this, aye?" 

"You know, for the last three weeks of rehearsals you have been the model of the responsible, pro musician, 
which | totally appreciate. You know your parts, your playing is even better than before, and | couldn't ask for 
a better backing singer. | still think you should go solo, but | know you don't want that right now." 

"When | agreed to come out with you, | promised that | wouldn't be the weak link," Eden reminded him. 

"And you aren't, but | am worried about you." 

"Oh? Why?" 

Bon Jovi gave his friend a ‘why-do-you-think' type of look, which Eden returned blandly. 

"See? That!" Jon pointed at Nick "You aren't .. you! | get it that we're both older and more worldly-wise, but 
hell's bells man, | miss my friend, the same guy that would sit up with me and Rich and write songs until 4 in 
the morning! You're quiet, depressed, moody." 

"You don't understand." 


"No, | don't. So tell me!" 


"Jon, you don't know how much being with you and the guys again means to me, but |.. | don't want to talk 


about it, okay?" 


The singer sighed knowing that he'd probably have to go and get Eden all pissed off before he talk about what 
was really bothering him, and that needed to happen sooner rather than later for them to have a good tour. 


The less emotional baggage a person carries during long stretches like this, the better. That was one thing 


about Eden that hadn't changed, his temper. Once sparked it was explosive. 


Jon decided to switch tactics. "How's Greta?" he asked. Back in the day, Nick and Greta Simons, had been 


inseparable. 
Eden's blue eyes blazed as he met Jon's. "| have no idea. Why?" he bit out clearly trying to contain his temper. 


Ah he'd struck a nerve, a very raw nerve. "Well last time | spoke to you, you sounded like you were about to 


pop the question. Then | didn't hear anything.’ 

"Yeah well | don't want to talk about it" 

Jon sighed, "Eden, | swear you have become a hell of a lot more secretive than you used to be." 

Nick stood and started to pace, running his hand through his hair. Clearly he was warring with himself. 

"| did ask her to marry me. | asked her to share my life with me and become Mrs. Nicholas Eden" Nick 
laughed harshly. "You know what she said? She said that she would lose her frakking identity by taking my 
name and she didn't see why she had to give up her plans and move across the country to settle in some 
military housing while | was deployed somewhere for months on end. We had a huge row and | didn't see her 
for two years." 

"So there is no hope for you and Greta?" he asked. 

Nick winced and then shook his head. "I sincerely doubt it. We got back together about a year ago and .. | was 
not nice to her. | wanted to hurt her as much as she hurt me. Frak Jon, | treated her worse than | thought | 
was ever capable of. She would be insane to forgive me after that." 

Eden didn't go into detail, but Jon got the gist. "You still love her." It was a statement of fact, not a question 
"Yes no .. hell, | don't know. | just know that I'm .. empty." 

"So you retired from the Marines, right?" 

Eden let out another harsh grunted laugh, "Forced to. Programs are being cut left and right and unfortunately 
there was no room for me to move up in rank in order to keep flying." His shoulders slumped. Jon knew just 


how much flying meant to his friend 


‘Oh wow," Jon said understanding a bit more how his friend felt. "On the other hand, you're free to get back on 
the road with us." 


"The silver lining, eh?" 


"You know sometimes being on stage is cathartic. You won't have many free moments to let that over-active 
brain of yours dwell on what's happened. | find that | can work out issues better sometimes on the road" Jon 


lay his hand on Eden's shoulder. "Nick get some sleep. We'll talk more tomorrow." 


Nick nodded as his friend quietly left the room. Sleep, hal He hadn't had a good rights sleep in three months! He 
sat down on the bed, his guitar still in his hand and he began to pick out and expand on the tune he'd been 


noodling with when Jon arrived. 
He quickly began to jot down some words before he forgot them. 


Happiness, its been no friend to me 

But forever after ain't what its all cracked up to be 
Yeah, | had a taste, you were my fantasy 

But | lost my faith when | hit reality 

| dont need no Guru to tell me what to do 

When your feeling like a headline on 

Yesterday's news 


‘Give me something for the pain 
Give me something for the blues 
Give me something for the pain when 


| feel hve been danglin’ from a hang-man's noose," he spoke-sang softly and then jotted that down. 


He wasn't the best at lyrics, but those words resonated deep within him. It seemed that pain was all he felt 
lately. He reread what he'd written, shrugged, and set his guitar and the words aside. He might show it to Jon 


and Richie in the morning. 


He pulled off his tee shirt and turned down the covers. He did a few quick stretches before sliding between the 
cool sheets. Hey lay awake for some time staring at the ceiling above his head, the words simmering in the 


back of his brain, the echo of the melody finally lulling him into a fitful sleep. 


Chapter I0 - This Aint A Love Song 


The next morning, Nick joined Jon on his morning run. Jon was just about as much of a fitness nut as Nick was 
and the two ran in the large park not too far from their hotel. It was a sunny but cool morning and the two 
men jogged along in silence for a time before Jon glanced at Nick's profile. The younger man was quiet and 
looked as if he didn't get a lot of sleep the night before. 

"You didn't get much sleep," Jon observed. 

Eden threw a sideways glance at the singer, "You look like something the cat dragged in too buddy." 

"Quoting Poison are you?" Bon Jovi chuckled. "Well, | come by it honestly. | am five years older pal.” 


Nick rolled his eyes. "| never can sleep the night before something like this. I'll be fine, aye?" 


"I know you will. You were going to tell me exactly what happened between you and Greta You said that she 


rejected your proposal, but there is something else, isn't there?" 
Eden nodded, "Yeah." 
"l'm listening. We have time before things get completely nuts, so spill” 


Eden knew that he'd have to tell him the whole sordid story and that he'd probably throw him out of the band 


once he hears what Nick had done. "You're not going to like it" 


"Nick what | don't like is that its obviously tearing you up inside. Hell, Kenny called a couple times asking me to 


look out for you." 

"Sierra worries like an old woman," Nick said in irritation. 

"He cares as do the rest of us." 

Frak! Nick said to himself. "Okay fine. But you really aren't going to like it." 

"Okay, l'm not going to like it. | think you need to talk it out anyway." 

They jogged over to a picnic table that was in the sunshine to stretch and cool down. It was a picturesque 
setting. The gently rolling ground sported a lazily winding dirt path upon which runners jogged. Bright spots of 


color scattered throughout in a artfully haphazard way. The air was clean, fresh, and cool but held the 


perfumed promise of warmth later in the day. 


Nick saw none of the beauty around him. He paced the length the table gathering his thoughts. "I told you that 


Greta had been assigned to my team for a few assignments and that neither of us were too keen on the idea 


of working together." 


"Right," Jon said putting his leg up on the top of the table and bent over to stretch out his muscles waiting 
for Eden to continue. 


Jon had wondered many times just what it was Nick had done in the military that would require a civilian 
archaeologist to be working with Marine fighter pilots. He knew that Nick wouldn't be able to tell him even now 
that he was separated from the Corps. 


"We had an assignment that was a little more intense than the previous ones we'd been on. | can't go into detail 
but she had a hard time dealing with things that had happened. So we were given some time off, as per 
protocol, and | didn't feel that she should be alone. She's a civilian and a member of my team. It's my 


responsibility to look after my people after a .. traumatic experience." 


Jon's brow arched over blue eyes. Man, he'd love to ask what exactly had happened, but knew Nick wouldn't 
break protocol. The term traumatic gave Jon a basic idea. What kind of things had his friend seen or done in 
the last ten years? While there was the unmistakable air of a person used to being in charge, that aura had 


taken a severe beating and Jon wanted very much to help the younger mon. 


Nick paused looking completely disgusted with himself. "I went to her place to check up on her. She was clearly 
upset and didn’t appreciate me being there. My plan backfired, as usual with her. We started fighting, hell, that 
was all we did. She slapped me for making some sort of smart arsed comment, | grabbed her to keep her from 


hitting me again One minute we were fighting, the next we were kissing." 
He went on to tell Jon exactly what happened next. 


Whatever Greta was going to say was lost because Nick was suddenly kissing her, hard almost brutally, like he 
was trying to stop her from saying anything else. His hands held her head, not allowing her to pull away and 
after the first couple of seconds she didn't want to. She returned his kiss just as hard; it soon became an 
extension of their argument. Greta wouldn't give an inch and neither would Nick. His hands slid into her hair, 


hers around his shoulders. 


Nick crushed her to his hard body his mouth slashing over hers as his fingers sank deeply into her hair 
holding her head at the perfect angle. 


Images flashed through his mind of their last argument before he left her so many years ago. 


He pushed her up against the wall and held her hands above her head with one if his while his other slid down 
to her top and shoved it up over her full breasts. Then his mouth slid to that place on her neck that had 
always been her weak spot. His tongue flickered over the hollow between her neck and shoulder while his 
fingers roved over her lace clad breasts until he found the front clasp. The garment popped open and her 


glorious breasts sprung free for his touch. 


Greta couldn't help the moan that escaped her; Nick had always been able to take her from zero to panting in 
just a couple of minutes - especially if they'd been bickering before hand - and apparently that skill hadn't 
changed. His hands were caressing and massaging her breasts with casual yet purposeful roughness, and when 


she tried to kiss him again he ignored her and switching to the other side of her neck 


Then even more abruptly Nick was devouring her mouth again. He pulled her away from the wall, held her 
tightly around her waist as they fought silently and passionately. Finally she managed to pull away a little and 
met his eyes. His pupils were dark, his face flushed and still angry, she responded to his expression by kissing 


him the way he'd kissed her - hard and angry. 


Somehow they stumbled the short distance from her kitchen to her bedroom. Greta felt her bed hit the back 
of her legs and they tumbled onto it. Nick pressed himself on top of her, his lips hungry on hers, his hands 
tugging at her t-shirt. She knew this was going to be rough and angry, but she didn't care. She just wanted 


Nick, more than she'd ever wanted him. 


Ever since this woman had reentered his life, he'd been mad to possess her again. It was insane, he knew but 
just one whiff of her scent; the fresh clean mixture of that citrus scent she loved and the smell of plain soap 
always drove him wild. Her scent wafted into his nostrils and combined with her anger flushed cheeks, her full 
pouting and wet lips drove him to his breaking point. He wasn't even aware at first that he had her pressed 


against the wall and was devouring her lips like a starving man. 


Then he couldn't get enough of her. His passions were whipped to such a frenzy from their argument, he knew 
that there was going to be no turning back. He maneuvered them over to her bedroom and he fell atop her 
onto her bed. Then he made very quick work of her top, jerking the offending thing off her before he paused 


allowing his searing blue gaze to wander over her lush flesh. 
Nick had always marveled at the fine texture of her skin 


Then just before he bent to feast at the bounty before him, his finger slipped to her waistband of her 
sweatpants to search out the core of her womanhood. At the same moment that his hot mouth found her 
ripple, his finger plunged into her liquid heat. 


Greta gave a cry of pleasure, arching her back and gripping the pillow in her fists. How did he even remember 
what she liked after so many years? His tongue swirled around her nipple even as his finger stroked her 
intimately. She opened her legs a wider and he took the invitation to slide another finger inside, making her 
moan again. Suddenly all sensations seemed heightened - the movement of his fingers, his tongue, the feel of 


the fabric of her yoga pants against her body, the comforter beneath her. 


Then he abruptly stopped, withdrawing his hand from her pants, his mouth from her breast. She gave a 

murmur of protest. He pushed himself off her, yanking off his t-shirt as he did so. "Take off the rest of your 
clothes," he ordered as his hands went to the belt of his jeans. Greta pushed down her pants and panties while 
watching him strip. He was already rock hard and obviously ready. He paused only to grab protection from his 


wallet before returning to cover her body and devour her mouth once more. She could feel his erection 
against her hip; she arched and murmured, "Yes, Nick..." 


He grabbed his belt and drew her hands up above her head quickly securing her hands to the rail of her bed. 
With a wicked and knowing grin he bend over her body and with excruciating slowness he began to lick and kiss 
his way inch by inch down her body until he reached her essence. His tongue teased and tasted, his teeth 
lightly nipped and bit, as her hips bucked and she moaned. 


Then suddenly his hot mouth seared her tender nub as he sucked hard, his hand teasing her breast bringing 


her to blinding orgasm. 


She came so hard and so unexpectedly it almost hurt. She pulled against the belt, but it wouldn't budge, then, 
before her body had even stopped pulsing, Nick thrust hard inside her, with a groan of his own. Her body 
arched and she gave a sharp cry, but Nick didn't pause. His thrusts were deep and hard, Greta drew her long 
legs back to accommodate him, then wrapped them around his hips. He grabbed hers in an attempt to hold her 
still and thrust still deeper. Her bedroom was quickly filled with their mutual gasps of pleasure. He plunged 
deeply into her spilling himself within the molten heat of her. He caught her scream of pleasure with his 


mouth as her fingernails raked across his back. 


Greta was slow to come down, but eventually she became aware of her slowing breathing, the stickiness of 
the sweat between their bodies, Nick still buried inside her. He was still breathing as heavily as she was, but 
he nuzzled her ear, kissed her cheek and finally pulled away from her. The feeling of him withdrawing from her 
body made her shudder slightly; he gave her a satisfied and very cocky smile yet there was a sort of 
ruthlessness in his eyes that she'd never seen before. He trailed his fingers down her chest between her 
breasts, then bounded off the bed to her bathroom. He returned a minute later and stood at the end of her 
bed, watching her with what she could only call a self-satisfied smirk. She tugged at the belt. 


"Are you going to undo it?" she asked. 


Nick shrugged. "I dunno - this arrangement has its advantages." He crawled back on the bed next to her and 
pushed her hair out of her face. "Do you want me to undo it?" 


"Yes. 


"Mmm | don't think so, not just yet. | kinda like this, having you completely at my mercy." he said climbing up 


her body slowly; one hand stroking and swirling patterns over her skin. 
"Nick .." 
Nick shushed her with kisses, "No, no talking sweetheart or | might just have to silence you." 


Her eyebrows arched. "You-" But he cut her off by kissing her again and deeply and she couldn't help but 


respond. She closed her eyes and lifted her head from the pillow. They spent several minutes kissing while 


Nick's hands explored her body, rediscovering those spots that made her whimper, those that made her 
shudder, those that made her arch and gasp for more. Then his lips left hers and he leaned back, seemingly 
content just to watch her for a moment or two. 

It also gave Greta time to watch Nick, to take in the changes to his body over the intervening six years. His 
abs were more than flat, they were like a washboard. His hips were slim, his thighs hard... , he was even 
hotter than he had been during college. She unconsciously arched herself toward him. "Are you just planning to 
stare at me for the rest of the night?" 

‘Oh no, | would never squander all this beautiful skin by just looking at it without exploring every centimeter of 
it" he replied his forefinger sliding up her side with a feather light touch. "Unless you have a better idea? | 


was also thinking of making love to you over and over again" 


"Just thinking about it? You used to be able to without thinking about it" Something flashed across Nick's face, 
but Greta couldn't quite read it. 


"Oh believe me sweetheart, you needn't worry on that regard, as | think | just proved. What | was thinking 
about is gagging you before frakking you again or not" 


"Why would you want to gag me?" she asked as he braced himself on his arms above her. 

"It's kind of sexy," he said lazily drawing circles over her stomach. "Having you helpless, at my mercy." 

"I'm already all that," she whispered. 

He checked to make sure that she wasn't able to free herself but that her blood wasn't being cut off. Then he 
spied her robe lying on the chair. He leaned over and kissed her long and hard before he slid off the bed and 
grabbed the belt from the robe. 


"What are you going to do with that?" she asked a little breathlessly. 


Instead of answering her he straddled her hips and dangled the soft belt over her puckered nipples making 
them button hard within seconds. 


"Ahh you like that dont you?" 

She tugged against the belt at her wrists. "Yes... Nick? What are you going to do?" 
He met her eyes and smiled "Do you trust me?" 

She swallowed. "Yes, | always have” 


Nick swallowed and something flashed across his face. Then he lay the silky material over her stomach before 


leaning over her again and taking her lips with his in a demanding kiss, one that forced a response from her. 


Then taking the belt he tied an ankle to one foot board. 

He rose after another hard kiss. "Now we need something for your other foot" 

He opened her closet door and found a light silk scarf. "This will do," he announced. 
He tied her other foot to the other bedpost. "There now | think this is just perfect." 


"For what?" she asked, starting to get a little impatient. She shifted, unconsciously arching her hips towards 


him. 


"Why for me to work my magic on you love," he said in a very sexy, very low tone as he kissed his way very 
slowly from her feet stopping at all of her most sensitive places until he'd brought her time and again to the 


very edge of release only to pull back and do it all over again. 


Nick proved, several times over, that he remembered what she liked, where and how she liked to be touched. 
Tension was pooling in her stomach as he finally stretched out beside her, stroking her stomach and letting his 
fingers drift lower while he took her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. He cupped his large hand over her 
before sliding two fingers between her folds. Then he lightly squeezed her center and her world exploded, yet 
her cry of pleasure was covered by his mouth. When she returned to earth several minutes later it was to 
find Nick straddling her. He was loosening the belt that held her hands until they were free, but he didn't let 
them go. Instead he gripped them tightly in his own even as she felt him probe her entrance. She lifted her his 
and met his eyes. 


There was something undefinable in the depths of his midnight blue eyes, something behind the passion and the 
hurt and the anger. 


He met her gaze, an arrogant grin on his lips and his hair all tousled gave him a bit of a boyish look so that 
he reminded her sharply of the younger Nick she knew in college. 


His caress was gentle and loving, his mouth dipped to hers in an achingly loving kiss that did not fail to effect 


even Nick. 


If you could have me do anything to you; to give you the most pleasure, what would it be?" he asked her, his 
finger drawing lazy patterns over her naked chest which he punctuated with heated kisses. 


Her arms still trapped above her head with his other hand, Greta swallowed. "Right now, | want you inside me," 


she admitted. "I always loved that feeling.’ 


Without breaking his gaze with her, he guided himself inside her liquid heat groaning at the tightness of her 
passage, the pure ‘rightness’ of how it felt and he experienced a stab of guilt at what he was planning on doing. 


"Now what?" he asked his voice tight as he fought for control of both his passion and his mind. 
When he didn't move any further, Greta thrust her hips towards his and begged, "Nick, please..." 
"Please what?" 

She tightened her hands in his. "Move with me. Like you used to." 


"Show me," he instructed her. He leaned down and took her mouth in a blazing kiss as her hips rose to meet 


his. 


He moved slowly increasing the sweet torture for the both of them. His mouth drew her tongue into his 
mouth just as her body drew him into hers. 


His hands spread her arms out to the sides; his on top of hers pinned to the mattress only by the spell he 


was expertly weaving over her. 


Greta wanted to increase their tempo, but Nick was still in control. When she tried, he lifted his head, smiled 
and whispered, "Not yet" 


"But |... Please, Nick" It was the second time she'd begged him and she didn't really even care. "It feels so good" 
"And | promise to make it feel even better love," he whispered. He released her ankles and slipped from her 
She whimpered, "Nick ..." 

"Do you trust me Greta?" he asked her once again 

"Yes.. completely.” 

"Then turn over love," he said. 


She complied and he began to kiss and nip his way down her back, tongue sliding over her narrow waist, he 


kissed and licked over her round arse praising it as he went. 


Then he encouraged her to her knees, spreading her thighs so that she was exposed. She felt his hands over 


her backside, but his thrust, when it came, was hard and unexpected. She gave a loud cry of pleasure. "Nick!" 
Over and over again he slammed into her willing body again taking her just to the edge of release. He spooned 
against her buttocks his hands coming around to grasp her hanging breasts lightly pinching the nipples just 


enough so that her movements caused him to release them. 


She felt his hands slide down her sides, then around her front. One came to rest on her backside, caressing it 


gently, the other slipped between her folds, and found her swollen nub. His pace quickened till she could no 
longer keep up and had to just let him go, then he squeezed her center. The orgasm was like nothing she'd 


ever experienced. It was beyond intense; she could no longer hold herself up. 


Nick continued for a moment longer before he took his own pleasure and then collapsed to the side drawing her 
into the circle of his arms still buried deep within her. 


Finally he slipped from her but he didn't release her from his arms. 


"Tell me what you are thinking," he asked softly. It had always been his practice to talk after making love. He 
wanted to be sure that he'd pleased her in the afterglow of their love. 


"What's thought?" 
He chuckled deeply in his chest, "Okay then tell me what you are feeling right now.’ 
"Boneless..." 


Somehow she found the energy to roll onto her back and look up at him. She knew her hair must be a 


complete mess by now. "Very satisfied. You?" 
"Hmm | was looking for something more than merely satisfied sweetheart, | might have to try again" 


She gave a faint shake of her head and closed eyes. "Not merely. So much better than | remembered" She 
could feel herself drifting off, her body still throbbing a little. 


"Greta | have to say the same about you," he admitted before taking her lips in a kiss that stole their 
breaths. She fell asleep in his arms and he stared down into her flushed face. Stabs of guilt pricked his 


conscious but his heart hardened against her. 


It was no more than what she deserved for what she did to him. He moved so that he lay on his side and 
resolutely closed his eyes. 


Greta woke several hours later and found herself lying on her side, facing her digital clock. It read 617 am. And 
apparently she need to pee, badly. She eased herself carefully from her bed so that she wouldn't wake Nick 
(her stomach fluttered at the very thought of him lying behind her), and padded quickly to her small 
bathroom. She closed the door before turning on the light and blinked at the sudden brightness after the dark 
bedroom. After quickly taking care of business and washing her hands, she flicked off the light again and 
opened the door. Naturally she then had to wait till her eyes adjust again, but within a few seconds she was 
able to make out Nick's shape in her bed. 


He was lying with his back to her, facing the window. Her comforter was pulled up over his shoulder; she felt 
another flutter in her stomach about having him there with her. She couldn't help but get her hopes up about 


a reconciliation - after all, he wouldn't be here if he didn't care a little, would he? 


With a light sigh, Greta found her nightshirt and pulled it on, and then climbed back into bed. Lying on her side, 


her hair a curly mass around her shoulders, she whispered, "Nick? Are you awake?" 


He woke the instant she got up and found that his exertions caused his still healing ribs to throb but he 
forced his breathing to remain deep and even. He wasn't sure why he didn't want her to know he was awake, 
but he didn't. He did move ever so slightly to relieve the pressure against his ribs. 


When he didn't respond Greta sighed again and pulled her pillow closer to her, sliding one hand underneath it. 
She watched him breathe for a few minutes then whispered, "I still love you, you know. | never stopped loving 
you, even when right after, when | was so angry and hurt.." She gripped her comforter tightly, then forced 
herself to react. "Its been torture, this last year, seeing you, then working closely with you... You can be so 
horrible sometimes - and others... | get these glimpses of the Nick | used to know, the one l'm in love with, 
enough to make me hope he's still there." She paused and rolled onto her back, one hand over her face. "And 
I'm probably a huge fool for lying here, whispering while you sleep. Maybe | should work up the courage to tell 
you to your face, but | don't know if | could take it if you threw it back in my face." 


She rolled to face him again. "That night in Seattle - | expected you to come back When you didn't, the next 
morning, | went out to the airport, to try to catch you before you left. | even called in sick to work! But you'd 
already gone. | tried to leave a message for you at your place in Pensacola, but answering machine was full... | 
hoped you'd call. | waited for you to call. | even called you again, but no one picked up. And then | heard you'd 
left Pensacola." She swallowed hard. "I'm such a coward. And lying here talking to myself is stupid" She rolled 
to her side, away from Nick, and tried to go back to sleep. 


Greta's confession gave him another pause. She sounded so bloody sincere that he nearly turned to her to 
gather her in his arms and tell her that they would be fine, that they could fix things. He felt a stab of .. 
something ... in his heart. It wasn't too late yet. All he needed to do was tell her he forgave her and ask for 


her forgiveness for his part in this whole fiasco. 


But no, he was too hurt, the trust between them destroyed and there was such a gaping hole in his heart 
that he felt nothing would ever fill it again He ignored the fact that it was more than a little filled right at 
that moment lying beside her. 


It was a few hours later that Nick rose having got next to no sleep and sighed. He knew that she was a deep 
sleeper so he quickly used her shower and then dressed before returning to her room to gather up all of his 
stuff. He was going to give Greta a taste of what he'd gone through when she rejected him. 


She woke just as he was tying his shoe. 
She wasn't sure what it was that woke her, maybe a sound, a movement. She opened her eyes groggily to find 


herself lying toward Nick - or rather, toward where Nick had been. Frowning, she turned her head and sat up 
to find him with his foot resting on her chair, tying his shoelace. Confused and with a slow feeling of dread and 


disappointment, she asked, "What are you doing?" 
| rather think it's obvious," he said his voice taking on a decidedly British attitude to his tone. "I'm leaving.” 


Greta sat up a little straighter and pushed her heavy hair out of her face. "But... | thought.." She swallowed 


hard and finished, "| could make coffee, we could .. talk" 


Nick straightened up from tying his shoe, turned and looked down at her mussed bed, her hair in wild disarray, 
her lips red and swollen from his kisses and that confused look in her sleepy brown eyes. "What would we 


possibly have to talk about?" 


Having not really mastered her ability to cover strongly felt emotions, Greta visibly flinched, her skin became 
starkly white. "| thought, after last night, us-" Even as she said the words she realized she'd been a 


monumental fool, and it was confirmed by Nick's expression and the way he cut her off. 


"Ah yes, last night. Tell me sweetheart," his tone was cutting. "How does it feel to have someone you trust so 
completely suck you dry?" 


She felt like she'd been stabbed and now he was twisting the knife inside her. "So it was nothing? You just... 
Was this .. revenge?" she asked incredulously. She shook her head and pushed back the comforter, needing to 
be moving, needing to be doing something otherwise she'd completely fall apart. She stood up quickly and 
swayed slightly. 


"What else could it be? Oh don't get me wrong baby, you were a nice little ... distraction" he stood and pulled 
on his leather flight jacket. "It didn't take much either, you know that? You're just as gullible as you were back 
in college. You always were such an easy frak. Tell me Greta, how many other guys have you frakked so 


easi ly?" 


Now she felt like he'd punched her; her breath left her in a shocked gasp. "You're calling me a whore?" She 
actually had to reach out and grasp the back of her bed to hold herself upright. She was so stunned and hurt 
she couldn't even think straight long enough to get angry and demand that he leave. 


Then she finally absorbed the rest of what he'd said. "I was easy? And gullible? Are you saying you only 


frakked me because you thought | was easy? After June died... It was easy?" 


Mentioning June's death was like a solid slug in the gut. He'd loved her aunt, hell he'd loved Greta so much back 
then, but when he felt his heart softening toward her and saw her hurt, he closed his eyes and forced himself 
to go on with it. "Hell yes it was easy. | bet | could take you into my arms this very second and tumble you 
and you would beg me not to stop, shall we test that theory Greta?" he asked as he advanced on her. He 
stopped when he was bare inches from her so that she could smell the clean scent of him. Then he grabbed 
her by her arms and kissed her hard one hand grabbing the back of her hair forcing her head to the perfect 
angle what he ravished her mouth with his. 


His aggressiveness and expectation that she would simply capitulate was enough to finally snap Greta out of 
her stunned and hurt state. She drove her arms between them, pushed him hard enough to make him take a 
step back, then slapped him. Hard. The crack echoed in the room; she watched as Nick held his head to the side 
for a second or two as though he was trying to hold his temper, then he met his eyes. "You son of a bitch," 


she breathed angrily. 


"So my little kitten had finally shown her claws has she? It's about bloody time," he said nastily. The imprint of 
her hand stood out white against his tanned face. 


She raised her hand to hit him again but he easily caught it. "Never again will you slap me, is that perfectly 


clear?" he hissed in obvious anger. 


Greta just as easily twisted her hand from his grasp, she wasn't a black belt for nothing, after all. "And you'll 


never touch me again, is that perfectly clear?" she flung back. "Get out." 


"| wouldn't be so quick to say that baby, you were panting well enough last night to let me know that you 


would spread your legs again for me." 


Nick couldn't quite figure out where all this nastiness was coming from; it physically hurt him to say such 
things to her when he knew her. He knew that she wasn't what he was almost calling her. Still he was so 
deeply hurt that he just couldn't seem to stop. 


Anger colored her cheeks even as tears burned her eyes. "That was because | thought you were still the Nick 
| knew six years ago - the asshole standing in front of me now isn't him, and you'll never get the pleasure 


again!" She stepped toward him and gave him a hard shove. "Get out!" she screamed. 


She shoved him hard and he backed up a few steps before his disdainful blue gaze swept over her. Then he 
turned on his heel and slammed out of her apartment. With angry strides he walked home since they lived only 
a few short blocks apart. 


There was stunned silence when Nick stopped talking. Jon slowly rose and looked over the sun drenched park 
but all he could see was how his friend hurt one of the sweetest women he'd known. He could also see how 


much Nick was suffering both from his actions but also from her initial rejection 

‘| don't know what to say to you," he said finally. 

| reckon you don't want me in the band after this," Nick said in a resigned tone. "| don't blame you." 

Nick didn't look at the man whose friendship over the last ten years had meant so much to him, he turned and 
went back to the hotel while Jon stayed in the park trying to get his head around Eden's story. How to match 


the ice cold ruthlessness it would have taken for him to use Greta so terribly to the empty man that was 


slowly walking back to the hotel. 


Chapter Il - Something For The Pain 


Richie Sambora headed toward the elevator in search of either Jon or Nick Eden. He'd been looking over the 
lyrics that Eden had given him before he and Jon went out for a run While Nick didn't profess himself much 
of a wordsmith, Richie thought these were quite good. 


He'd just pushed the call button for the elevator when it opened producing their newest member (if 
unofficially). 


"Nick, | was just looking for you if you have a few minutes?" 

Nick's mind was still on what he'd told his new boss in the park and figured that his short lived career as a 
musician was once again cut short. He stared at Bon Jovi's premier guitarist for an instant before his words 
penetrated his brain. 

"Hey Richie," he said distractedly. "What's up?" 

‘| wanted to talk to you about the song you gave me. You have time to work on it for a bit?" 

Nick blinked. "You like it?" he asked. 

"I do, and Jon does as well. | think we can make this a really great song.’ 

Nick wasn't really in the writing frame of mind, "I'm sure you and Jon could make it into a good song." 

"You don't give yourself enough credit," Sambora said starting to get a little tired of Nick's self-deprecating 
attitude. In all the time he'd known him, Nick had downplayed his musical talent. He didn't seem to have that 
same problem when it came to his flying. "Tell me something. If | said that you rocked an aerial maneuver, 
would you downplay your skill?" 

Nick gave him a blank look. "Excuse me?" 

"While | don't pretend to know anything about flying a jet for the military, | do know something about talent. 
You, my friend, have that talent in music just as you do, obviously, in flying. You just need to believe in 
yourself. Now, | think that this song of yours is a hit in the making and sometimes working on songs is not 


only therapeutic, but is a great distraction for nerves." 


Eden looked at the dark haired Richie, who was probably the biggest practical joker he knew, but the look in his 
dark eyes was serious. After a few moments, Nick nodded. "Sure | think I'd like that. 


"There is a story behind these words," noted Richie as the two men entered Richie's suite. He picked up the 
scrap of paper that Nick had written the words on. 


"A very long one," replied Eden. 


Richie assessed Nick for a moment. He'd noticed the haunted look in his eyes and he recognized the look of 


someone in a great deal of emotional pain. Nick had been very good at hiding the dark feelings during rehearsal 


in the weeks before starting this tour, but it looked like something had cracked that facade. 
He picked up his guitar and handed it to Nick. "What was the tune you were working on?" 


Nick took the instrument, sat down on one of the chairs and strummed the short stanza of the lyrics he'd 


come up with. 


Richie walked across the room and grabbed another of his guitars and joined Nick picking up on the chords. 
"That is a great hook," he said playing it over at a faster tempo. "Yeah, it's catchy." 


eR 


Jon was deep in thought as he walked back to the hotel. At first he was shocked at what Eden had told him, 
but he also understood that in the years that passed between when he first knew the teen Eden and now, a 
lot had taken place in both their lives. There were obviously things that he'd never fully understand for 


someone that served in the military and obviously seen action 


The thing that Jon couldn't fully wrap his head around was the oil and water relationship Nick and Greta had. It 
was obvious even all of those years ago that they loved each other deeply, passionately. That passion was 
apparently extremely volatile and having seen glimpses of Eden's temper, even though he held it tightly in 
check, he was sure that the two lovers had had some explosive arguments. It was also very obvious that 
they were both strong willed individuals and knew what they wanted out of life. Nick had done what he'd said. 
He had wanted to be a fighter pilot, and he'd done that. He'd also wanted to become a rock star, and he was 


well on his way to that goal as well. 


Greta had clear goals of her own. She'd wanted to become an archaeologist, which, from all accounts he could 


pick up from Nick and Ken, she had. 


Also incredibly obvious was that Nick was hurting, emotionally an that he was almost drowning in guilt over his 
part in their break-up even before the horrible way he'd treated her. The Nick Eden he'd known ten years ago 
wouldn't have even thought of doing that. 


Sighing, Jon had to put this out of his mind and concentrate on the start of the tour, but he had one thing 
that he needed to do first. With a determined look on his face, he strode into the plush lobby of the hotel and 
headed straight for the bank of elevators. One door opened almost as if it had been waiting for him, and he 
selected their floor. Arriving on the 28th floor, Jon's long legged stride carried him down the corridor toward 
Richie's room knowing that he was more than likely working with Nick on his song. Sure enough, he heard the 


sounds of guitars and knocked on the door. 


"Comel" Sambora called out. "What about this," he played a series of chords. "This sounds like the chorus to 
me.” He jotted down the notes before glancing up to spot Jon entering. 


Nick nodded copying the stanza. "I like that. ‘Give me something for the pain, give me something for the blues,’ 
" he sang. "Yeah and that chord progression would work well here." He looked up at Jon's entrance noting the 


determined look on his friend's handsome face. 


‘Here it comes, Nick thought and steeled himself to receive bad news. He'd never been fired from a job before 


but he was certain he was now. 

Looking at Eden Jon asked, "Did you tell Richie what you told me?" 
"No, not everything." 

Richie blinked. "What's going on?" 


Deciding to save Jon from having to fire another band member, he set the guitar aside and stood. "I'll just be 


leaving now. l'm sorry about all of this, but | do understand. | hope you can forgive me. I'd hate to lose your 


friendship." Then he started toward the door. 
"Nick, do you always fall on your sword like that?" Jon asked. "Sit down. You're not going anywhere." 
Richie looked from one man to the other. "I repeat. What the hell is going on?" 


Confused that Bon Jovi wasn't demanding he leave and never show his face again, Nick returned to the chair 


he'd just vacated warily. 
"Nick here just laid some .. interesting news on me," Jon began to Richie. "I think I'll let him tell you about it." 


Eden bowed his head and ran both hands through his hair. Well he never figured any of this would be easy. He 
took a deep breath, stood up and paced for a moment or two before stopping before the floor to ceiling 


window in Richie's room. 


In a somewhat monotone voice, much as he'd told the story to Jon, Nick recounted the sordid tale to Richie. He 
spared himself nothing, didn't make excuses for his actions, didn't hide the pain. He laid himself open to their 
scorn, ridicule, and hate. He deserved nothing less. Hurting the woman that he loved and would love until his 
dying day in such a calculated and cruel manner disgusted him. If anyone else had even hinted at besmirching 
Greta's character or even looked at her funny, Nick would have been all over them. He'd promised, much to 
Greta's insistence that she didn't need his promises or protection, that he'd never let anyone hurt her, and 


turned out that he had hurt her far worse than a stranger could have. 


However, in retelling the story, Nick realized something that he hadn't before. Greta hadn't rejected him to 


hurt him. She hadn't been ready to get married and he hadn't been ready either. His vanity and arrogance and 
his terrible temper had blinded him to that fact. If he'd actually listened to what she'd been saying even 
before he'd proposed to her they would probably have married at this point and perhaps been starting a 
family. Why had it taken so long for him to realize that fact? 


That instant of realization floored him so that his knees threatened to give way. He stumbled over to a nearby 
chair and sat down heavily, horror and self loathing flashed across his features. 


"Nick? You okay?" Rich asked concerned. Like Jon, he didn't know exactly how to marry the two Nicks together 
in his mind. The memory of the teenager wide eyed with hope and excitement of being in a rock band, and this 


shattered soul sitting here looking as if he'd made a deal with the devil. 


No, he wasn't okay, but he needed to pull himself together. Nodding, he closed his eyes and gathered that 
professional military persona around him like a shell. He'd dealt with far worse things in his career, he told 
himself. He'd dealt with life and death, with alien invasion and technology that would blow Jon and Richie's mind. 
He'd figure a way to get past this too. 


He turned to face his two friends, "So, you know the story. | need to know if you're going to kick me out of the 
band." He stood there tall and looked them both in the eye. 


Richie met Jon's gaze for a moment before they silently came to an agreement. 

"No, but if this is going to affect your ability to perform... 

"It won't" 

"Good because like it or not buddy-boy you are a part of this band. In case you haven't figured it out yet, we 
help each other. Besides," Richie said picking up the sheet of music he and Nick had been working on. "This is 


good. Really good, and | really hate not finishing something.’ 


| would have thought you both would boot my arse out of the band," Nick said not knowing how he felt about 
this. While he didn't need the job for money, he did need it for sanity's sake. 


"We all have skeletons in our closets pal and while | certainly don't like what happened, | can't say that | haven't 
done things | heartily regret” Jon looked at Nick's expression. "What you need to do is leave the past in the 
past. Work on what is ahead of you. Wallowing in guilt won't help.” 


Eden nodded glad that his friends were so forgiving. He would put one hundred percent into this tour and 
maybe, just maybe something would come to him to help fix this situation. Nick wasn't one to give up on a 


problem. One way or another he'd set things right, win back Greta's trust and love, and start living again 


The trio worked on the song for a little while before it was time to start preparing for the opening show. 


Chapter [2 - Getting No Where Fast 


Getting Nowhere Fast 


Nick and Richie sat down in the older man's room to flesh out some more songs while they had the time. 


"So what happened after the blow up you and Greta had when you were still at your base? | would imagine it's 
a pretty big place so you didn't have to run into her much given you were a pilot and she did what again?" 


"She's an Anthropologist," Nick replied noodling on the guitar. He played a couple stanzas. 
"| like that, what key is that?" Richie asked and the two men worked for a few minutes. 
"So what happened?" 

Well now that it was mostly out in the open, Nick sighed and continued on with his tale 


| had this really good friend, John McKay, who was one of the chopper jocks on the SAR team. Search and 
Rescue," he clarified. "Seems he was sort of acting as the mediator between Greta and |. He was subtle, but he 


let me know how she was doing and in return told her the same about me." 
Cheyenne Mountain 1793 


It had been almost five weeks since she'd last spoken to Nick , since he'd all but called her a whore - not that 
Greta was counting or anything. In fact, she was trying her best not to count. Once she'd come back to the 
SGC, the base psychologist Dr. McKenzie had requested her reassignment to base and insisted on regular 
therapy sessions. She'd done her best to bury herself in her work, in running, in doing anything but think about 
what had happened with Nick. 


McKenzie seemed a little frustrated by her lack of progress and she suspected that he suspected there was 
something else going on, but Greta was reluctant to bring it up to the psychologist. Part of her was worried if 
she told the doctor about what had transpired with Nick that it would somehow hurt him professionally - 
although why she still gave a frak about Nick's career she didn't know. It might have something to do with the 
fact that the trash bag with the gifts he'd given her years ago was still sitting next to the trash can in her 
apartment. She hated herself for not being able to let go and was seriously considering seeing another 
therapist just to talk about that. The fact that she was still unable to let go of someone who thought she was 
nothing more than a piece of dirt obviously suggested that she had deeper issues that needed to be resolved 


With a sigh, Greta pressed enter on her keyboard and sent a short reply to an email her supervisor had sent 


her and turned to the next item on her long to-do list. She's started keeping a detailed one several weeks ago 


to help her maintain her focus. If she was doing something she wasn't thinking about .. things. 

The tap on her door startled her; she looked up to see Johnny standing in the doorway. Wonderful. She'd been 
avoiding Johnny McKay almost as much as Nick these last few weeks, not really wanting to get into a deep 
discussion about the mission or why McKenzie had reassigned her. 


"Hi," she said distantly, turning her attention back to her computer and hoping he'd get the hint. 


"You know sugar, I've heard that you have been working far too long of hours lately and turning into a hermit. 


| have come to prevent such an obvious tragedy from occurring.’ 
"Who said | was becoming a hermit?" she asked in a slightly bored tone. 


"Just the entire Anthro department, a few of the guys on the range and your best friend," Johnny replied as 
he entered the small office. 


At her raised eyebrow questioning his last, he bowed slightly at the waist, "Me of course. 
Her eyebrows went up further. 

"Are you saying Im not?" he asked cheerfully, taking a seat on a nearby stool 

"| hadn't actually given it much thought! 

"Ouch!" 


Greta set down her pen and finally gave Johnny her attention "Did you want something in particular? | do have 


work to do you know." 
"Well now that you mention it, | do have a question for you. Two actually.” 
"Oh?" 


He nodded, "First of all | want to know what you have been doing to yourself to cause those lovely eyes of 


yours to have such dark circles under them and why you feel like you have to bury yourself in work" 
"One, working, and two, because they pay me to do it, believe it or not.” 


John sighed. He wasn't sure he liked Greta in this mood. "Take a break and come for a walk with me. It's a 


gorgeous May day out there-" 


"John-" 


"— and you can tell me what's wrong." 
"Nothing's wrong." 


"You know | am starting to get really sick of my friends telling me nothing is wrong when it's plain as day that 


there is. Now come and walk with me. You need the fresh air." 
"You're not going to leave until | agree, are you?" 

"No" 

"Frak," she muttered. "Fine." 


"See just takes a little persistence and people see things my way," he said grinning. "Now if only Hammer would 


see things my way once in a while my work would be complete.’ 
Johnny looked at her out of the corner of his eye to see if she reacted to that or not. 


It took all her willpower, but Greta kept her expression impassive. She didn't even look up at John at all as she 
grabbed her pass and slipped it into her pocket. They headed out into the corridor and toward the elevators. 


Damn he was sure that might have garnered at least a question about her old love. He might be wrong, but 


he didn't think that she was the kind of person that just .. gave up on what she had with Nick. 

Well he'd just have to try something else. He had vast patience and would work on the both of them. 

They made their way out of the building and into the warm sunshine. He took an expansive breath and let it 
out. "Isn't this terrific? After the winter we had | thought | would never feel warm again" He took hold of her 
arm and lead her over to the running path. "So tell me what have you been working on that you are so loathe 


to spend a few minutes with friends." 


Greta let out a breath and gave him a five minute description of her research - or rather, John cut her off 


after five minutes. "Sounds fascinating,” he said. 


She frowned and said, "I think so." She spotted a boulder and sat down on it. John was right, it was nice to be 
out here in the fresh air. She rolled her shoulders and tilted her head from one side to the other. 


John took a seat next to her. After a few minutes of silence, he asked, "So, how are you doing with McKenzie?" 
"Fine." 


He paused. "You know what you did was necessary-" 


"John, | really don't want to talk about it” Her expression, which had begun to open up, became blank again and 
she held herself stiffly. "I spend an hour every day with McKenzie talking about it and I'd rather not do the 


same with you. If you really are my friend, you'll drop it" Her tone was sharp and almost icy. 

He held up his hand, "Alright, | understand. | just wanted to let you know that if you want to talk about it .. or 
anything else, | am here for you." He looked at her profile and sighed. That one question did more to build that 
wall back up than all of the progress he'd made trying to get through to her in the last week. 

Greta looked down over the trail and drew her thighs to her chest, wrapping her arms around ther. 

"So," said Johnny slowly. "What do you want to talk about?" 


"You were the one who suggested this walk." 


That annoyed him. "Okay, what is up with you?" he demanded. "I know it can't be just what happened on 115. 


lve never known you to be so-" 


"John, have you considered that maybe you don't really know me?" She was being unfair, Greta knew, and quite 


why she seemed to want to drive Johnny away she didn't know. Maybe he was a substitute for Nick 
"Granted | haven't known you for years like .. others have .. but | like to think that | know when something is 
wrong, or that you are doing your best to drive me and everyone else away. Look, | just want to help you 
Greta. You are a friend and | don't like to see friends go through hard situations alone." 

"I'm not," she snapped. 

"McKenzie doesn't count." 

"lll tell him that tomorrow." 

"What happened between you and Nick? Because both of you have been-" 


"This has nothing to do with Nick," she snapped, standing up. 


"From your reaction, | think it has everything to do with Nick! Greta," he took hold of her arms, "What 


happened between you?" 


"Nothing," she replied, finally losing her temper. "Just ask him! Nothing! And I'm sick of talking about that .. 
that selfish, two-faced, piece of pond slime! I'm sick of thinking about him - and it makes me sick to my 
stomach that | spent all that time carrying a torch for someone who thinks I'm nothing but a-" She stopped 
abruptly. 


"Nothing but what?" John asked softly. "You honestly don't think that do you Greta? | know things didn't end 


well between you, but | know that he well he still thinks so highly of you." 

"He thinks highly of me? Now that is a laugh," she laughed harshly. 

"Greta-" 

"You know what, John? You have been friends with Nick long time before you met me. It might be better for 
your friendship with him if we stopped hanging out, because - and believe me on this one - he doesn't think 
highly of me at all. Just the opposite, in fact." 


"| can't believe that," John said. 


"No? Well, | got it directly from him, so I'd say I'm the better judge in this case." She turned and started back 
up the hill. 


That just made no sense to John, "Then help me understand this because that doesn't sound at all like the man 


that | know." 

"I thought | knew him too, but apparently not. I'm going back inside, | have work to do." 

John caught her arm. "Greta, just tell me what he said, maybe | can help." 

"| doubt that. | just have to accept that whatever he and | had six years ago is well and truly over, and 
there's no getting it back. In his eyes, | was a mistake, now I'm nothing to him." Other than a whore, she added 
silently. She couldn't quite bring herself to tell John that. 

John knew that he wasn't going to get anything more out of her and if he tried, he'd lose her as a friend. 
Maybe he'd try talking to Nick Something certainly had happened between them; he knew that now more than 
ever. But he backed off with Greta. "Okay | get it. but | still want to continue our walk. come with me?" 

Greta hesitated mid-stride. She sighed and put her hands on her hips. 


"We can talk about anything you want, or nothing at all. And | promise | won't bring him up again, or McKenzie. 


Hell, we can even just talk about our favorite ice cream if you like." 

She gave a slight nod. 

"Okay so what is your favorite ice cream?" he asked with a grin on his face. "I'm hungry," he shrugged. 
"Chocolate," she replied "A boring answer, | know." 


"Oh but there are so many levels of chocolate," John replied. "I figure that you are a Death by Chocolate girl." 


She arched an eyebrow. "It depends. There are many levels of chocolate, but circumstances always dictate 
which type of chocolate is appropriate. | usually reserve Death by Chocolate for.." Her face clouded for a 
moment, then expression returned to impassivity. "The right circumstances," she finished lamely. 

"Which might be now?" he asked. 

She shook her head. "No, things aren't that bad today," she murmured. 


"Today? Well then what is today's flavor? I'm thinking German chocolate personally unless of course we find 
ourselves at a Cold Stone in which case | would have to do something that involves a whole lot of whipped 


cream and sprinkles." 
"Plain chocolate," said Greta. "Maybe with some nuts on top.” 


"Sounds like a date to me sugar, shall we? I've been looking for an excuse to use this little baby for months 


now," he said pulling out his wallet and taking out the gift card he had for the aforementioned ice cream place. 
Greta paused and turned to face him. "A date as in friends or a .. date?" 

"Whichever | can get sugar," McKay flashed her a grin. 

"John, I'm a mess right now, | can't" 


He put his hands on her shoulders. "As friends then. Come on, it's late, almost time for us to head home 
anyway. Why don't we head back in, grab our things, and I'll pick you up at your place in an hour?" 


"John," she sighed, clearly reluctant. "Fine," She finally agreed. 


Exactly an hour later John was knocking on her door. He knew the boundaries at least for the moment. it was 


obvious that things were very precarious with her. 


Greta had taken a quick shower and was just pulling on a clean pale blue shirt over a white cami. "One second!" 
she called, grabbing a clean pair of jeans. She pulled them on and zipped them up as she hurried to the door. 
She quickly took care of the deadbolt and the lock; John was standing on the other side, looking cocky as usual. 


"Come in, just give me a couple of minutes." 


"Take your time sugar," he told her as she hurried back into her bedroom. John took in the small living area 
and then sat down on her sofa. "| thought dinner before ice cream might be a good idea. How do you like 


sushi?" 


‘Sounds good," Greta called. She fluffed her hair a little and sprayed on some perfume. Then she smoothed her 
new comforter (she hadn't been able to look at the other one any more, so she'd given it away), grabbed a 
light jacket and joined John in her living room. 


"You need some help with your trash?" he asked, nodding to the bag sitting next to her trash can 
Greta froze for a minute and shook her head. "No, it's okay.” 

"It looks heavy, | can take it out for you if you like," he rose and headed over to the bag 

"No, John, really, it's okay. Shall we go?" 


John stopped and turned, "Sure. Now | know of this new place that is just on the other side of the freeway | 
discovered a couple of weeks ago. Actually | don't know if it's really that new, just to me," he grinned. 


"That sounds fine to me," said Greta. 


FKK 


Three months had past since the big break up between Nick and Greta and neither one of them had faired 
that great. Nick was very adept at hiding the fact that he worked himself to exhaustion every night, but 
hardly managed to sleep more than four or five hours. He'd lost weight, but so far managed to keep Doctor 


Janet Fraiser off his back so he didn't see any reason to change what he was doing. 


Eden and the Black Sheep were in the briefing room awaiting the general for a new mission briefing. He knew 


that they were taking someone else out with them but he didn't know who. 


Greta stepped out of the elevator, file in hand and strode down the corridor with more confidence than she 
really felt. She'd spent months avoiding Nick, and now she had to give him and his team a damn briefing. 
Hopefully she could get through this without looking or speaking to him at all 


She entered the room, quickly discerned that Hammond wasn't yet there, and that there was a spare chair as 
far from Nick as she could get. She took it without looking at him. 


Nick was surprised to the point of staring at her for a moment before he shook himself and reread his brief. 
He hadn't even realized that Simons would be involved Damn this was going to be hard to sit there and listen 
to her voice and not want to apologize to her, to talk to her, to take her into his arms and beg her to forgive 


him for being such an unforgivable ass. 


It was funny, but just being in his presence again made her want to launch herself across the table and slap 
him a few more times. She felt her temper rising just thinking about him and forced herself to draw a deep 


breath. 


"Greta, it's good to see you," Ken said aware of the tense atmosphere from the moment she'd entered. Man 


the tension between her and Hammer was thick as molasses. 


Greta looked up finally. "Yes, you too," she replied, her tone distant. 

"How are you doing these days?" asked Mike. 

A flicker of a frown crossed her face. She was much better at hiding her feelings these days; she knew she 
was starting to get a bit of a reputation for being cold, but she couldn't seem to help it. It was a coping 
mechanism, one that kicked in full-force whenever she even saw Nick, let alone was in the same room as him. 
"Fine," she replied icily, "How about you?" 

"Good, been keeping busy. We miss you though," MD said a little warily at her tone. 


"MD's right," Jess agreed in his usual cocky way. "Its been far too quiet and Hammer's been a bear." 


Jamie elbowed his friend just as Nick's icy blue gaze landed on him. "Richardson that is quite enough," he said 
in a low tight tone. 


"lm sure that's improvement,” retorted Greta without thinking. 


Nick's head snapped her direction and it was on the tip of his tongue to snap back at her, but he held his 
temper .. barely. 


"Sorry I'm late, people," announced the Texan general, striding into the briefing room from his office. "Let's get 


started." 

Nick and the rest of the officers snapped to their feet but Hammond waved them down. 

"Doctor Simons, if you would like to start?" 

"Certainly, General.” She opened her file, glanced once at her notes then began to describe the current 
knowledge of the people on the planet SG-I7 was about to head out to. She spoke for maybe six or seven 
minutes, and Nick frowned the entire time. Finally, annoyed, she asked him, "Did you have a question, Major 
Eden?" 

"Not at all Doctor Simons, | was just wondering how these people will perceive us." 

They'll know right away that you're an two-faced ass, she thought, but she replied, "As | mentioned, their level 
of development suggests they are at approximately an early Ith century level of technology. However, they do 


understand that the stargate leads to other worlds. They won't think you're a god or anything, Major." 


Nick glanced up at her sharply at her stressing the word. "That is good to know. I'm sure this brief will be of .. 
invaluable help." 


Their eyes met for the first time in months. Before she could give a sarcastic reply, Hammond interrupted. "l 


have no doubt it will be," he said. 


Nick felt his heart slam against his ribs as Nick's eyes met Greta's. "It that all?" Nick asked his eyes drilling 


into hers; his tone even. 
"No," she replied "This is a matriarchal society; don't go addressing just the men, it won't get you very far." 


‘| #can* understand the more complicated concepts of that Doctor, thank you," he said tightly. It drove him 
nuts that she talked to him like he wouldn't get that. 


One eyebrow arched. "I'm sure you can," she replied in a tone that plainly said she didn’t really believe it. Even 


Hammond shifted uncomfortably. 


"Yes, I'm sure," Nick drawled sitting back in his chair wanting to make her as uncomfortable as she was making 


the rest of them. 


Greta refused to let him ruffle her. She held his gaze, narrowed hers, and gave him a slightly sarcastic smile. 


"| can leave my notes with you, Major, if you want to make sure you have the finer details?" 
"| believe | have your .. finer points .. Doctor," he replied 

Ken cleared his throat and discreetly nudged his friend. "What are you doing?" he hissed softly. 
"| doubt that, Major," retorted Greta, her tone still calm and even. "But shall we move on?" 

"By all means Doctor," he waved to her to continue 


"Thanks," she said, her tone sarcastic now. She briefly explained some other nuances of the group they'd be 


contacting then announced that that was all they had. She closed her file. 


"Thank you Doctor Simons," Hammond said as Greta returned to her seat and he went over once again what 


the basic mission would be, how long they had and the fact that the Goa'uld were active in that area 


Some fifteen minutes later SG-IT was dismissed. Greta quickly gathered up her file and stood up. Hammond 
returned to his office; SG-IT started to disperse. 


IT, my office in fifteen," ordered Nick before they could get too far. 
Without looking at the rest of them, Greta started for the door. 


Nick was out of the room shortly after Greta and for some reason he never would understand, he called out 


to Greta "Ina hurry Simons?" 


Don't engage, don't rise, Greta told herself. "Not really, but | do have another meeting to get to, Major.” 
"In demand are you? Call me impressed," he said sauntering up to her. 

"Uh Hammer, you still want that meet in our office?" Ken asked him. 

"l'Il meet you in a few minutes Sierra," he replied his eyes never leaving her face. 

Sierra hesitated, his eyes going from one to the other, then he shrugged and left. 

"Just doing my job, Major," replied Greta evenly. She still refused to rise to his barbs. 

"Yes, your job, very thorough and detailed. Must have taken you a long time. Late nights maybe?" 

"A couple here and there." 


Nick glanced around and spied an unoccupied room. "Simons | would like for you to speak to you for a moment, 


it you will join me here?" 

Greta hesitated. "Don't you have a meeting with-" 

"Two minutes, Doctor. Unless you're worried about being alone with me?" 

"Oh, not at all. | just don't know that | have anything to say to you that | can't say here." 

Nick motioned to the empty room and after a moment she shrugged and walked in. It was as she passed him 
that he got another whiff of her scent, the same one that defined her, clean and light and intoxicating. What 
he was doing torturing himself being alone with her, he didn't know .. maybe it was to try to apologize, maybe 


it was to see why it was she still made him want her. Maybe it was that he was still in love with her. 


He closed the door and leaned against it, arms crossed over his chest as he looked at her slowly from the top 


of her head to her shoes and then back up. He made no move to start talking. 


Greta raised an eyebrow at him. Then she set down her file on the table, and sat on the tabletop next to it. 
She decided to wait him out, and not to let him intimidate her. 


"So what is with the major this and that?" he asked pushing off from the door and sauntering toward her. 
"Really in the briefing It's expected, but here?" 


"| don't really see any point in calling you anything else, do you?" 


"Oh so we're going to play this game are we? Don't you think it's a little childish to call me by my rank when 


we have known each other for so long? Really sweetheart, | would think saying my name wouldn't be so hard 


for you." 


"But | don't know you," she replied "Not any more. | think calling someone | don't know their formal rank is 


really quite appropriate. And easy." 

"You don't know me? Hey I'm the same guy | was six years ago. | think it's you that has changed, not me." 
Her cool demeanor slipped "The Nick Eden | knew six years ago would never have called me a whore." 
"And the woman | fell in love with wouldn't have rejected mel” he ground out. 


She rolled her eyes. "We've done this before," she said, slipping off the table. "You're starting to sound like a 
broken record" She lifted her head and met Nick's eyes. "You'll never forgive me for turning you down, | get it. 
You think I'm a whore, and the only reason why you were with me in the first place is because you think l'm 
easy. | get that, too. I'm moving on with my life now." 


Pain flashed in his eyes. "I've never thought you were a whore," he said softly. "That was ... | can't believe | 
even said that; and you're wrong about why | was with you but you don't want to acknowledge the fact that 
none of this mess would have happened if you would have just agreed to marry me. No one said that we would 
have had to marry right then or even before | deployed. Hell | was ready to resign my commission and go to 


work for E€A, but you wouldn't even talk to me about it!" 


She shook her head. "No, you didn't give me a chance. You walked out - as I'm about to do. | have a meeting to 
get to." 


He reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her against him locking her there, "Not so fast sweetheart," he 


said. "| never ever thought you were an easy lay. Never." 


"Oh, thanks, that makes everything all better." She pulled her arm away. "Do us both a favor, Major, and keep 


the frak away from me from now on. I'm done with having you try to frak with me or my head" 


"You think I'm trying to get a frak out of you sweetheart?" he asked her with one dark eyebrow arching over 


his blue eyes. "That never even crossed my mind. But it's obviously on yours." 


She deliberately leaned forward. "Major, hell will freeze over before you get to frak me again," she said softly. 
She opened the door and left Nick standing there staring after her. 


Chapter 13 - Estranged 


Richie ran his hand through his hair and stood up to stretch his legs. Nick's story was fascinating to listen to 
him tell although he felt that there was so much more that Nick wasn't saying. 


The two men had stopped working on the new songs as Nick spoke. He went over to his mini fridge and grabbed 
a couple beers and handed one to Nick who accepted it. 


He looked at his young friend and saw the pain that shadowed the blue of his eyes and vowed that if there 
was anything that he could do for the two estranged lovers, then he would do as much as he could. 


"Did you see her again much after that?" Rich asked retaking his seat. 

Nick shook his head and swallowed. "We pretty much steered clear of each other for several months really. 
He continued, 

*##Cheyenne Mountain® ** 

While waiting for the team to arrive for a mission briefing, Nick and Ken sat looking through the brief. 


"So | hear that we're taking Greta out with us this time," Ken said looking warily at his friend. Mentioning Greta 
in Nick's presence was just asking for your head to be bitten off. 


"So | was informed." was all Nick said in reply. 


Ken watched Nick skim through the file. "She's only been out once before - with I5 - since McKenzie cleared 


her." 

"Are you~" 

"I just wonder if she is ready is all” 

‘I'm sure if McKenzie released her then she's fine," Nick replied in an almost bored tone. 


Ken rolled his eyes slightly as the others filed in Simons was the last to arrive; her expression, as usual, was 


a careful mask. 


If Greta's face was set in a mask then so was Nick's; his professional demeanor was firmly in place when she 


arrived. Then shortly after the team was seated, the general arrived and began the meeting. 


"Morning people," he started, "I'm glad to see you all have the mission brief in front of you. As you can see, 


this one should be straightforward - | want you to go in, observe the settlement from a distance, and get out. 


We think there's a Goa'uld operating there, but we need more intel before we make any decisions.’ 
"Sir, is there any special reason that Doctor Simons is joining us on this little observation?" Nick asked. 
"Her observational skills will be useful - and she's been to this planet before, so she'll be your guide." 


Nick merely nodded but inside he seethed. Just bloody wonderful. Well he could deal with it, he didn't have to 


interact with her unless absolutely necessary. 


Greta gave a brief description of her last visit to the planet, about a year before. "So, their sudden societal 


change is a major red flag. Something's definitely wrong there." 
"You think it has to do with the Goa'uld presence?" Ken asked jotting down notes on his brief. 


"We don't know for certain that there is a Goa'uld there," clarified the general. "We do know that something 


has changed. Dr. Simons is along to assist you in determining where that change is coming from." 


There were a few more questions and then the general dismissed them. "IT, we leave precisely at 1400. Be in 


the gateroom at 1350, you got that Richardson?" 


"1350," Jesse Richardson replied even though his eyes were on the tube he'd rolled the briefing notes into and 
not on his CO. 


Eden rolled his eyes and dismissed his men. 

"No meeting in the Sheep's Pen?" Ken asked. 

"No need, its pretty cut and dried, don't you think?" 

Ken gave him a slight frown. "Even so, you normally like to go over the details anyway." 
"The guys are the best, they don't need to be told what to do." 


Ken frowned. More like you just don't want to deal with Simons, he thought. "I'll see you in the gate room at 
1345, then?" 


Nick nodded as he gathered up his files, stood, and left. 


Nick had arrived at the gate a good half an hour before they were due to leave, as was his norm. He always 
liked to take the time to center his mind and go through the mission ahead of him. When the others arrived, 
Eden went over one more time what they were looking for. While he spoke to his men, he put on the vest, 


pulled the strap of his P-90 over his head and pulled out his baseball-style hat from his pocket. 


"Alright you hotshots lets do this!" he said as the gate burst open as they waited for the general's 


customary words to the team. 


With the gate open and shimmering in front of them, casting the team and the staff around the gate in an 
undulating cool, blue-white light, General Hammond's Texas accented voice came over the loudspeaker. 


"Godspeed SG-IT, you have a go." 


"Aye sir!" Nick said leading the team up the ramp. At the top, he paused to salute the general and his eyes 
caught on what he thought might have been Greta standing off behind the gate techs but he wasn't able to 
tell for sure for the reflection and glare of the shimmering glow of the gate made it difficult to see much 
beyond the officers that sat right at the controls. He grinned, set his cap on his head before heading through 
the gate. 


Greta was in the gate room watching SG-IT depart. She hadn't intended to be there; she'd had a meeting with 
Hammond and a couple of the other anthro staff and it had ended about the same time. She found she couldn't 
help herself, and went down to watch. Nick, as usual, looked cocky and confident. Within a minute, though, they 
were stepping through the wormhole and gone. She let out a sigh as the gate shut down. 


Nick stepped through the event horizon and arriving on the other side he called out for the status. 


"We're all clear Hammer!" Sierra replied and one by one the other men of his team they all answered the 


same. 
"Right then, let's head toward the objective. Dig you have point!" 

MD followed behind Digger and Ice, monitoring the signal of the energy signature on the equipment he was 
carrying. It remained strong and steady throughout their hour long trek through scrub and brush. The 
weather was cloudy, reminding Nick a little of the Pacific Northwest. That thought, of course, led right to 
Greta. 


"Hey pal, you with us here?" Ken asked him as he came up alongside his CO. 


"Yeah sorry, just thinking," he flashed a bit of a grin to his XO. "It's just up ahead according to MD. | want Ice 


and Dig to head on opposite sides and make sure that there aren't any surprises awaiting us." 
Ken nodded. "I'll let them know. You want to hold here while the scout out the site?" 


It took the pair of sharp shooters about thirty minutes to reach the site where the energy signal was located, 
and to determine it was safe. 


“All clear, Hammer," said Ice into his comm. "There's the remains of an old building there, but no recent signs 


of activity, as far as | can tell." 


"Roger that Ice. Stay sharp, we're headed in," Nick said and signaled the rest of the team to head toward their 


objective. 

It didn't take them long to reach where the energy signature was emanating from. 

"Hammer | think I've got something here!" MD called out. 

Mike stood near a fallen slab of something that seemed to resemble concrete when Nick arrived. He studied 
the top of the rock noting the faintly etched hieroglyphics and the criss-crossing pattern on its surface. 
Neither Nick nor Ken paid much attention to them at first. "I think it's beneath this," said Mike. 

The Marines looked for some sort of opening but could find no mechanism to activate. 

"Maybe these etchings have something to do with it?" Ken asked sweeping dirt and leaves off the stone slab. 
"It looks Goa'uld," Nick said kneeling down and taking a longer look at them. 

"We're going to need help with this," Ken said 

Nick brushed off more old leaves and dirt. "Yeah, you're right," he sighed. Then, "Frak it" He stood and 
remotely dialed the gate so that he could send a transmission to the SGC. "Command, this is Eden. Please notify 
General Hammond that we've found the likely location of the energy signal, but we're going to need some help." 


"Roger that, Major. What sort of help will you need?" came Sgt. Harriman's calm reply. 


‘Someone reading Goatuld.." he frowned at the slab. "Or possibly Ancient. Hell, | don't know what it is. But we'll 
need help with it." 


"Roger that Major, we'll send someone through shortly. Send your location" 

‘lll meet them half way, We're an hour due south of the gate's location" Eden replied. 

"Roger that. We'll contact you when they're leaving the SGC. Command out." 

"Reckon I'll head back toward the gate and meet them halfway," Nick poured water from his canteen onto the 


back of his neck and then wiped his face off with his kerchief before he replaced his hat and re-positioned his 


pack over his shoulders. 
"Hold down the fort pal," Eden ordered. 


"Roger that. Radio every fifteen," added Ken Nick nodded and started out. 


Stargate Command radioed him about fifteen minutes later, just after he'd finished checking in with Sierra. 


"Eden, this is Command, do you read?" 

"Command, Eden, | read you 

We're sending help through now” 

"Roger that Command, I'l be meeting up with them in about half an hour. Eden out" 


On the other side of the gate, Greta stood at the foot of the ramp with Johnny, who was watching the 


wormhole with concern. "Are you sure you're okay to go through by yourself?" he asked her. 


"I'll be fine," insisted Greta, who was checking her sidearm and making sure it was secure in its holster on her 
thigh. “All intel says there's no one on the other side apart from IT" Still her voice betrayed a slight 


nervousness, which Johnny only recognized because he knew her so well now. 
"I just don't think it's right for you, a civilian, to be going through alone," admitted McKay. 


Greta looked up. "Do you want to tell the General that?" She sighed and looked back at the wormhole. "It'll be 


okay. If | don't like it for some reason, | can always stay next to the gate, and | know how to dial home." 


"You do that. Stay by the gate until one of the Black Sheep comes to get you." John said. "They won't let 
anything happen to you." 


"Yeah, | know that," replied Greta quietly. She gave Johnny one last look, a faint smile, then headed up the ramp. 


The air on the other side had a slightly damp quality to it. The sky was a pale grey, one that Greta associated 
with January in Seattle, that constant overcast that was oppressive and depressing. But at least it wasn't 
raining. The gate closed down behind her and she stepped away from it, toward the DHD. The low scrub and 
brush covered the landscape as far as she could see - and there was obviously no one else in the vicinity. 
Resigning herself to a long walk, Greta checked her direction, then started heading to the point where she was 
supposed to be rendezvousing with one of IT. She hoped it wouldn't be Nick. 


Since he was alone Eden made great time and had decided to walk until he came across their expert. He just 


hoped against hope that it wasn't Greta. 


Nick's long strides ate up the distance and soon he was rounding a bend and he stopped short. There coming 
into view was none other than Greta. 


"Bloody everlasting hell!" he said aloud. Thankfully she was too far away to hear him. 


Greta's attention was focused on the trail and the thigh high brush; when she lifted her head and saw a tall 


figure coming toward her, her first instinct was to grab her side arm. She aimed it directly at the approaching 


man, then stopped when she recognized him. Frak. Frakkity frak frak. 
Well there was nothing for it, she was what Command sent so they were stuck with her. 
He took a breath and strode over to meet her. "Simons," he said coolly. "We've a long way to go," he said. 


Greta kept her face carefully blank as she re-holstered her sidearm. You're lucky | didn't shoot you, she 
thought. "Lead on," she replied. 


Nick glanced with grudging approval as she re-holstered her sidearm. "You know you might have put that up a 


tad sooner when you saw it was me," he said 
"Why?" she asked as he turned to head back the other way and she joined him. 
"| know you would love a chance to shoot me given half a chance," he growled 
"You're not worth the trouble it'd cause me 

"You wouldn't be able to do it anyway baby and you know it" he smirked 


Greta stopped, a step ahead of her, Nick did too. He turned and raised an eyebrow at her. Her expression was 
flinty. "You really want to test that idea?" She held his gaze for several long moments, until Nick looked 


vaguely uncomfortable - at least for a couple of seconds. 


"If we were back home | would certainly want to see if you could, but we're on mission. Do try to keep up," he 


said in that haughty English way he sometimes had, and strode off ahead of her. 


"A mission gives me more opportunity," she muttered under her breath. She lengthened her stride and caught 
up with him. His extra four inches over her made her have to push herself to keep up, but she managed with 


no outward sign that it was hard work. 


Nick knew that he was pushing her perhaps too hard but he wasn't going to ease off now. He'd just about 
managed to get his temper under control when they arrived here and now just being with her all alone; it 
brought back some serious longing and that just pissed him off. Damn, she should be totally out of his system, 
but she wasn't. 


Not by a long shot. 


To keep herself from focusing too much on Nick, Greta turned her attention to their surroundings. The brush 
and low plant growth suggested to her that the area was once farmland; her trained eye picked out several 
mounds and other elements of the landscape that just looked too even, too regular. "Where are we headed?" 


she asked, trying to keep her tone and breathing even 


"The rest of the team are about half a click to the southeast, just at the base of the outcropping of rocks 
there," he nodded toward their destination. 


Greta followed his nod; they would reach the rest of the team in about fifteen minutes, she surmised. "And 


what do you think is there?" 
"We found what looks like a concrete slab with etchings on it, | don't know if it's Goa'uld or Ancient," he said 
forgetting that he was annoyed and frustrated with her. His voice lost the sharp cool tone and for just a 


second, allowing his frustration and concern at what it might mean to show. 


‘| see." She paused. "And what do you think's underneath it?" she asked. "You must have come here for a 


reason, not just sight-seeing.” 

Nick cast her a sharp look. "Hammond didn't tell you?" 

"| didn't speak to Hammond. All | was told was that a team needed help with a translation - and since Jackson 
wasn't available | was next in line." Unfortunately. Greta still wasn't too keen on off-world expeditions, especially 
with I. 

Nick stopped and swore while his hand raked through his hair. He turned to face her, "There was some sort of 
an energy signature being received through the UAV and Hammond wanted it checked out. What might be 
under the slab, | have no idea, but | don't mind telling you that it makes me nervous." 

"Wow. You don't mind telling me, huh?" 

"What you think | take this lightly? Not on your life sweetheart" 

"| don't believe you ever take anything lightly," she retorted in a tight voice. She was starting to let him get to 
her, she thought. Drawing a deep breath, she added, "So you want me to read what's on this slab, see if it 
says anything about what you think might be underneath it, is that right?" 

"Basically, yes." 

She started forward again. "Great." 

"Not up to the challenge sweetheart?" Nick taunted her with a flash of his grin 

"This is hardly a challenge," she replied. 


"Nick's eyebrow rose, "You think not?" he asked as he paused for her to catch up with him. 


"Hardly." 


"Right then," Nick said "Just watch yourself and try not to shoot me, aye?" 
"ll do my best" 


They reached the rest of the team about fifteen minutes later. Greta immediately made her way to the fallen 
slab and quickly started to clean it off a little bit more effectively. 


"Heya Doc," Digger called out and winked at her, "Didn't know you'd be joining us out here." 
"Dig, chill,” Nick ordered. "Keep watch." 


Greta looked up and gave Jesse a smile as she pulled her equipment from her pack. "I didn't know I'd be here 


either." 

"What can you tell me Simons?" Nick asked her cutting the small talk. 

"Give me more than a minute to clean this off and have a look at it, would you please?" 
"Need a little help there Doc?" Ice asked. 


Greta looked over at him, then handed him a soft brush. "Here, take this. We need to get as much dirt off as 


we can, then I'll clean it-" 
"Clean it? We're not here to sanitize it, Simons," interrupted Nick 
She turned her head. "Major. I'm here to do a job. | know mine. You do yours." 


"My job is to figure out what this signal is and | can't do that until you get to it so can we please hurry it up 
here?" Nick asked. 


This time, Greta completely ignored him. She knew that getting into a pissing match with Nick wasn't going to 
get her job done any quicker. She and Ice concentrated on carefully brushing off most of the leaves and dirt, 
then she mixed a special solution to clean off the rest. "We want this clean," she explained to Jamie, "but we 
don't want to accidentally damage any of the etchings. Plus, this solution will probably make them a little 
clearer." It took them about forty-five minutes to finish the process, then Greta pulled out her notepad and 
Jackson's hieroglyphics dictionary. She'd almost completely forgotten that Nick was even watching. 


This was driving Nick absolutely nuts for he just felt that they were wasting time but remarking on that fact 


was only going to make her go slower so he bit his tongue and paced. 
Finally, after another forty minutes or so, Greta sat back. 


"Well?" half-snapped Nick. 


She still ignored him and ran her fingers down the left edge of the slab until she was approximately two thirds 
of the way down, then paused. She tried to reach underneath a little, but had to grab her trowel to dig out a 
small area. Then she tried again There was a faint click and the slab came apart horizontally. 

"Watch it!" snapped Nick as he grabbed her by the arms and hauled her off the slab before she could fall into 
the space below. "What the hell are you thinking Simons?" Nick snapped setting her on her feet:"Dig, MD cover 
that," he ordered as he grabbed Greta's arm and hauled her a little bit away from the others. "Are you trying 
to give me a heart attack or get yourself killed? What are you thinking?" 

"Oh, don't be ridiculous, it wasn't-" 

"Like helll" Nick hissed. "If | hadn't pulled you off you would have fallen in!" 


"Oh stop acting like you even give a frak," she retorted. "And | knew what was going to happen-" 


"Yeah, right," Nick scoffed. "By the look on your face you were just as surprised as we were," Nick stepped 


closer to her. "Don't play games with me baby, you won't win" 

lm not the one who was playing games," she replied before she could censor herself. "*l* meant it." Then she 
realized what she'd just said, that she'd allowed her distant demeanor to slip, and her face shuttered. Taking a 
step back from him, she added, "There's an energy device down there - naquadah-based, if I'm reading the 
etchings correctly." 

"Stay here,"he ordered her, "Ice stay with her. Sierra you're with me." he then strode toward the opening. 
Greta watched him go, her face expressionless and her arms crossed over her chest. 


"How are you wanting to play this pal?" Ken asked looking down into the space. 


Nick pushed his cap up a little further and then looked at his friend. "I reckon we just head down. Follow me 
Sierra. MD, keep a sharp eye." 


"You got it Hammer." 


Nick knelt down on the edge of the drop, leaned forward to grasp the other side, then dropped down. It was 


shallow, maybe about eight or nine feet. He moved away from the opening and Sierra followed him. 


Nick took out his flashlight and while Ken joined him he found that the walls were covered with the same 
etchings. Nick whistled low. 


"Will you look at this," he said as Ken joined him. 


"We're going to need Doc down here," Ken observed: 

Nick nodded, "Aye, damn it," he muttered, 

Ken cast him a glance. "Hammer, be nice? Its not her fault she's here." 

That just earned him a glare. Nick went back to the opening and called up, "Simons, if you would join us please?" 


Greta rolled her eyes and muttered something under her breath. She approached the hole and entered the 
same way Nick had. 


While they had been waiting for her, Nick took a closer look around with the handheld scanner to read the 
strength of the energy signature. "Sierra, look at this," he said kneeling at the base of the far wall 


"The signal is stronger here," Ken noted. 
"Doc, what does this section say?" He motioned to the wall they were facing. 


Greta pulled out her flashlight and shone it at the wall. It was in better shape than the stone slab above them 


had been, but there was still some water damage. "Give me a few minutes," she murmured. 
Nick continued to look around. 


Greta spent the better part of the next hour or so trying to work out what was written on the wall. It was in 
an odd dialect of Goa'uld, one she wasn't entirely familiar with, and one that wasn't necessarily clarified by 
looking through Jackson's dictionary. Greta had always thought she had a good handle on Goa'uld but apparently 
she still had a lot to learn. Nick, however, was getting impatient with time it was taking her. "Haven't you found 
that energy source yet?" she asked him calmly. 


"Haven't you translated that lot yet?" he countered. He was getting severely frustrated. The signal was 
probably under something else and it was extremely difficult to pinpoint. 


‘lm getting there," she replied. She straightened and turned to face him and Sierra. "It's basically a set of 
instructions,” she explained. "But it doesn't say to what.” 


"Mind telling me exactly what those instructions say? | might be able to figure out what it goes to," he said. 

| can try," said Greta "Bear in mind this is a dialect I've never seen before - and some of these terms seem 
technical. | might be translating it incorrectly." She flipped a few pages on her notepad. "This is the best | can 
figure out: Space must be clean, keep all other materials outside; failure to monitor can cause .. failures. Keep 


inside covered - maybe insulated - area Dangerous." 


Nick and Ken glanced at each other with frowns on their faces. "Okay that is rather cryptic." Ken said. 


"That's it? That little bit for almost three hours of translating?" Nick asked. 


"No," she replied, flipping pages on her notepad "That's just that wall" She rubbed her forehead and 
inadvertently left a long, dirty smudge there. "The next one talks about the history of the place - it was a 


research facility, | think. It's kind of like those memorial plaques you see in some places, you know?" 


He took a few steps closer until he spotted something shiny half buried in the dirt just off to the side of the 
wall Greta had been translating. He knelt down and carefully brushed away the dirt. 


"This is interesting," he said softly as he uncovered an oddly shaped very thin piece of some sort of metal 


that stuck up from the floor of the cave. "What was it you said about danger?" he asked Greta 

"Just that the device - or the room - as dangerous. What are you thinking of doing?" 

"Well | don't know about you, but this is just screaming danger," he said taking his flashlight and looking over 
the thing. "It appears to be buried deep in the ground, but why would you have this part so temptingly 
raised?" he asked. 

"There's a lot of dirt in here, maybe it wasn't once?" suggested Greta. 

She knelt down and pulled a large brush from her bag. She brushed out the area around the piece of metal 
until she found a groove that ran along the floor. She pulled another brush from her bag and tossed it at Nick. 
"Here, help me," she ordered. She didn't see Ken's amused expression or Nick's annoyed one. 

Knowing that it could be a booby trap he complied but he wasn't nearly as delicate as Greta 

There was a line that ran the width of the room and half the length. 

‘lm getting a really bad feeling about this," Nick murmured. 

Greta glanced up at him, brush still in hand. "Why?" 


When Nick didn't answer Greta's eyes turned to Ken's. 


"Hammer gets these .. feelings sometimes and it usually turns out to be correct. We have learned to trust 


those feelings over the years," Ken explained. 


Greta looked up at Nick and flashed back to high school, not long after they'd first met. "I have a feeling about 
you," he'd told her with utmost confidence. "You're doing your best to hide it, but you really like me, don't 

you?" Well, he'd been right about that, she thought. But he'd been wrong later when he'd told her that he knew 
they'd live happily ever after. She gave a soft snort. "I see," she murmured. "There's only one way to find out," 


she added, "besides, it may be that the energy signature's coming from below us, which would explain why you 


can't point point its exact location in here." 

Nick knew that she was right, but damn it, he hated it when she was right. 

"Right then, stand aside," he ordered, "Sierra give a hand?" 

Ken stepped forward, Greta stepped back. "Be careful," she told them before she could stop herself. 


"Always," Nick said before he took hold of the protruding piece of metal and gave a tug. There was a hiss of 


air that rushed out of the chamber and the floor began to vibrate and move. 

Nick and Ken stepped to the side and they watched as it slowly slid back. 

Suddenly Nick's scanner went wild. 

"Well here is the signal, that is for sure." Ken said. 

"What is it?" Nick asked more to himself. 

Greta took a step toward them, but then the floor started to vibrate again, dust fell from the roof and 
danced across the floor. From the gap in the floor rose a large hollow square, that, as it continued to rise 
eventually became a step-level dais. On the top sat an oblong, shiny, metal object. 


"Now I'm getting that bad feeling," Ken said looking over the thing. Any idea what it might be?" 


Nick shook his head as he played his flashlight over the raised device. He stepped onto the dais and suddenly 


the device began to glow, emitting a low hum. 


Greta drew a sharp breath and took an involuntary step forward. "Nick-" she started, using his name for the 


first time in months. 

He looked up at her startled both at her calling him by his name again and the tone of her voice. 

"What?" he asked. 

She met his eyes. "l-" She swallowed. "I don't like this." 

Before he could form a reply to her obvious anxiousness and concern, a beam shot out from the center of 
the devise, shooting up to the top of the hole they were in, just off center or the beam would have been sent 
into the sky above them. There it bounced off the ceiling and several beams were refracted back down to 


engulf the three of them. 


Greta felt her whole body tingle and she quickly moved from the beam of light and saw the two men do the 


same. "What is it?" she asked, unconsciously stepping closer to Nick. 

"A scanner?" he answered. The moment they stepped from the beams, it shut down 
Nick's radio crackled in his ear. "Hammer, MD." 

"Go MD" 

"You guys okay down? We felt some sort of trembling." 


Nick quickly relayed what they had found. "Keep a sharp eye pal, | have the feeling something is bound to show 


up sooner or later." 
"Roger that." 


Ken stared at the object and rubbed his chin, then he looked over at Greta. "Maybe we should send Greta up 
and have MD come down, help us check this out?" he suggested. 


"I think that is a good idea," Nick said and turned to her, "Greta, | would feel a whole lot better if you were out 


of danger: 

"You think itll be less dangerous up there?" she asked 

"Its not a request. Go. 

She frowned at him, but returned to the opering where Ice and MD pulled her back up. 


When Mike joined them Nick explained what had happened and where the energy beam came from. "We're stil 
trying to figure out what it all means." 


Mike stepped up onto the dais to get a closer look. "Its spinning," he observed. "See? Extremely fast, it's hard 
to make it out unless you get up close. It's like it's a.. flywheel or something.” He pulled out some other 
equipment. "And there's definitely some naquadah in there somewhere." 


Nick had noticed the spinning but was distracted by the beam that had shot out. 


While Mike was checking things out Nick took a look at the base of the dais. They could always use power 
crystals and if he happened to find a ZPM (Zero Point Module) so much the better. 


"Yeah, | definitely think this is a flywheel," murmured MD. "The question is, what's it storing all that energy 


for?" 


Nick found what he was looking for. "A transportation device?" he said aloud. "We have a ZPM here and from 


the looks of this, it's not hard to think that it's either that or .. then he looked up. "I don't believe it," he said 


in obvious excitement. 
"What?" Ken asked. 
"A ship!" Nick said 

"A ship? Where?" 


Nick shook his head. "Not where," he said impatiently. "It's a back-up power source - or at least that's what | 
think they were trying to create. | mean, think about it, you need a lot of power for a space-capable ship-" 


"Why would they need a flywheel and a ZPM?" asked Mike. "If they had a ZPM, then they wouldn't need the 
flywheel." 


"Maybe it's the flywheel that's the experiment," suggested Ken, "It's getting its power from the ZPM and then 


it can be moved and installed on a shorter range ship perhaps?" 


Nick shook his head, "No that is too much power, | think it's a fighter. Long range but sleek and powerful. His 
shined his flashlight around and he found another switch looking thing. He reached out to turn it and another 


area slid back revealing what looked like a cockpit. 
"Just as | thought," Nick grinned. 
"Greta's translation of the walls is wrong then, do you think?" asked Ken. 


Nick shook his head, "No there is a reason for it to have been written there. A warning certainly, but maybe 
it was meant to frighten off would-be intruders," Nick said thinking. He wanted to get his hands on this ship. It 
could be an incredibly important find. 


Sierra looked a little skeptical. "She also said that one of the walls said this was a research facility.. Maybe it's 
not a full ship, but a testing area?" 


"Oh | have no doubt of that, so to that end, we need to find everything we can on this and bring it back with 


us. We also need to try and get as much information on why it was abandoned" 


Ken scrubbed the back of his head. "I think we should go back up, brief Ice and Dig, and come up with a plan of 


action." 


With a longing look at the cockpit and the strong desire to climb in and check things out, Nick agreed. A few 
minutes to brief the others and grab some gear and they would be back in gathering the information. "Right 
then let's do it" 


Greta had taken a seat on another nearby slab of stone and was resting her elbows on her knees when Sierra, 
Hammer, and MD emerged. "What's wrong?" she asked. 


"Nothing, we're just getting some equipment and filling in everyone as to what we found," Nick said going on to 


explain what it was they thought was at least an experimental lab for an aircraft. 
The team discussed this while they quickly also took the time to eat and rest; Greta ate and listened silently. 
"So what now?" asked Digger. 


"So now we go in and get as much information as we can, take back what we can. This could be very useful in 


our fight against the Goa'uld." 
"You're assuming you can move that thing," observed Greta. 
"If nothing else we can try dismantling it getting the information in the crystals.” 


"We'll need to be careful," said Mike. "There's a lot of stored energy in that thing and we don't fully understand 


how it works." 


"Understood, let's see if we can't discharge a little bit of that energy," Nick nodded and started back toward 
the underground lab. 


Greta watched Nick, Ken, and Mike head back down, taking their equipment with them. She knew they'd spend 
the next few hours tapping into the crystals, transferring as much data as they could, and trying to work out 


how the thing worked. "And what are we supposed to do up here?" asked Greta. 


"You are going to keep translating, come along Greta," he flashed a grin at her. He was more like the Nick of 


old. It made her traitorous heart flutter. 


Her expression didn't change. It was impassive, even slightly wary. For a moment it didn't look like she'd move 


to follow him. 

"Coming?" Nick invited her along. 

"Hammer, we have movement!" Digger called out. 

"Take defensive positions, Sierra, you're with me. MD, keep an eye on Simons." 


Now Greta stood up nervously. Only belatedly did she draw her sidearm and check to make sure it was loaded 


and ready. 


"Greta, join me over here," ordered Mike. 


"Sierra I'm getting that feeling,” Nick murmured. 


Before Ken could reply, shots began to ring out. "Return fire!" Nick shouted as he pulled his sidearm and dove 


for cover. 


Greta gave a short cry as she ducked behind one of the large slabs of stone. "Where the hell did they come 


from?" 
"IIl be sure to ask them .. later!" Nick shouted. 


Greta felt a rising moment of panic, remembering what had happened the last time they'd been attacked. Mike 
glanced over at her. "Breathe, Greta," he reminded her. "Stay down, let us take care of this, okay?" 


"lm fine," she insisted. Get a grip, she told herself. She needed to help, she couldn't be a dead weight. She drew 
a breath and turned to participate in the firefight, focusing her attention to where Mike was firing. 


"They are closing in Hammer!" Ice shouted from his vantage point. It wasn't where he would have liked to be in 
a situation such as this, there was too much in the way to get a good bead on the enemy and pick them off, 
but he couldn't risk that now. 

"Roger that!" Eden hollered back as he reloaded and fired. 

Greta ducked and reloaded as Mike gave her covering fire. "What are we going to do?" she asked him. 

"Just keep firing!" ordered Mike. 

Nick had crept head and what he saw made his blood run cold. They were so far out numbered that it scared 
him. He wasn't one to run from many things but when he was outnumbered thirty to one it was time to 
retreat and get some help. 

"We're getting out of here!" Nick called out. Back to the gate!" 

"How?" Greta asked Mike. 


"Follow mel" Mike called out. 


Nick hung back when he saw movement, then all around them weapons fire exploded. "Go, go, go!" Nick called 


out to his men while he lay down cover fire. 


Greta darted out from behind their cover, following Mike as closely as she could. She cried out and ducked as 


something exploded over their heads. 


"Run!" Mike called out even as he ducked and turned to fire. "Hammer! We're going to be over-runl" he called 


out to his CO, but Nick was busy trying to keep up with the ones coming at him. 

"| know, get Greta to the gate!" he ordered. 

Greta ducked behind a large pile of fallen stone and immediately protested. "No! What about you?" 
I'm trying to ensure your safety Greta, now get the hell out of here!" 

"We can't leave you here-" 


"MD! Get her out of here!" Nick ordered before he ran in the opposite direction. 


In that moment, MD's attention was pulled away from his orders by a series of weapons fire coming from the 
opposite direction. "Get down and don't move!" he ordered. 


"Where are you going?" asked Greta. But MD had already run off firing his weapon. 
Greta swore, reloaded her sidearm and fired a few shots to try and cover Mike. 


Nick with Ice, Dig, and Sierra managed to keep a step ahead of the enemy but they wouldn't be able to for 
long. "Get to the gate,” he ordered the others. "I'll make sure that we get through, go!" 


"That's a long run," observed Sierra. "You guys go, I've got your six." He nodded at Dig and Ice. "I'll be right 
behind you: 


Nick kept up firing and reloading for as long as he could and then he turned to head for the gate himself. If he 
calculated correctly, the guys would be almost there and he'd make it there in time to be the last through. 
What he hadn't counted on was that Greta had not done what she had been told to do. He spotted her 
crouching in some brush with a Jaffa sneaking up behind her. 


"Greta, down!" he called out bringing his P-90 to bear and firing the instant she dropped. 


Greta didn't even have time to let out a scream before she fell to her knees, her hands over her head. The 


move was instinctive as soon as she heard Nick's order; his tone demanded no hesitation. 


A moment later he was beside her tugging her hand. "Frak, Simons! Are you alright?" Then without drawing in 


a breath, "Why the hell didn't you do as | ordered? Why are you still here?" 
Greta ignored his questions and turned to look in the direction he'd fire. "Holy-" 


"Yes, you see we don't have a lot of time. so if you would?" he replied. He extended his hand and pulled her up. 


"You never did listen to me," he sighed. 


Greta let him pull her to her feet. "And you expect me to start now?" she replied without thinking. 


Nick paused just for an instant and leaned over to kiss her. "If you did sweetheart, | wouldn't know what to 


think of you," Nick grinned. 


Greta stared at him, her eyes wide. Then, despite everything that was going on around them, despite the fact 
that they were being shot at, she gave him a shove. "Asshole," she hissed. 


Quite unlike himself, Nick grabbed hold of her and dragged her to him quickly kissing her again before shoving 
her ahead of him. 


Greta wanted to glare at him, but now that she was out in the open, she needed her concentration. "Which 


way?" 

"Not so fast," a voice came from behind them. 

Nick spun quickly bring up his P-90, "Get out of here Greta!" he hollered as he opened fire. 

Greta took a couple of hesitant steps backward, reluctant to leave him. When he swore at her and repeated 
his order, she turned, only to come face to face with one of the largest men she'd ever seen in her life. She 
made to yell to Nick, but the man clamped a not-so-clean hand over her mouth. 

A man, apparently the leader of the group stepped forward. Nick was surprised at the mixed group that had 
he and Greta surrounded. There were a few Jaffa but the rest looked to be some sort of band of rebels for 
the man was too self assured to have been under someore else's orders. 

"Who are you?" Nick demanded. 

"I think the better question is who are you and what were you doing in that hole?" 

"My name is Major Nicholas Eden. We are explorers from Earth. Why have you fired at my men?" 

"You're on our property.” 

Nick's eyebrow rose, "I didn't notice a sign pointing out that this planet is yours." 


"We don't have to. We're telling you now." 


Nick did not like this guy nor the feel of the situation, and he especially hated the way he was looking at Greta 


"Fine we'll just be on our way then" 


| think not Major, First you and this lovely lady will be our .. guests," the leader said. 


"No, | don't think so," Nick said his eyes narrowing. 
"| don't think you understand the nature of the ... invitation” 


"And | don't think you understand the meaning of the word no. Let her go and get out of our way," Nick 


insisted in a dangerously low Tone. 
"Why would we do that? She could be worth quite a bit. So could you, for that matter.” 


"That isn't going to happen pal, now release her," he ordered. If it was the last thing he did, he would get Greta 
out of there and safely back home. 


"This is boring," sighed the man. "You're outnumbered, the rest of your people have fled. | have the upper hand 
here and l'm saying no. Worth, bring them both." 


Nick was still in possession of his P-40 so he pointed it directly at the leader, "Worth, don't move or your 
leader here get's it. You!" Nick said glancing at the one holding Greta, "Release her." He knew they probably 
wouldn't do it, but he needed only to play for a little time, the Black Sheep would be looking for them. 


The man sighed, glanced over at the man holding Greta and he pulled her closer to his chest, a knife now at 


her throat. 

At the squeak from Greta Nick turned for an instant and his P-90 was jerked from his hands. It was then 
that Nick knew he'd lost this round, but he'd look for any opening. They were holding Greta hostage and he was 
not going to stand for it. He lunged at the leader striking stunning blows to the man's face and body. 

One of the leader's bodyguards quickly stepped in and landed a wicked blow on Nick's chin that sent him 
sprawling and left him stunned. At the same time the man holding Greta squeezed her neck slightly and she 
felt her vision narrow, then everything went back. She fell limply into her captor's arms. 

He saw Greta go limp and Nick charged again. 

The leader sighed, rolled his eyes and pulled out his pistol shooting Nick in the leg. 

"Now | think you will come with us. Worth bring him." 

Greta only started to come around about an hour later. She woke to find her cheek resting on a cool metal 
floor, her head aching. Slowly pushing herself up, she glanced around what appeared to be a holding cell. It was 


dimly lit so it took Greta a moment to see Nick sitting in the corner. 


"Nick?" 


"Greta, are you alright?" he asked grimacing in pain as he shifted his position 
‘Im fine," she said, although she sounded a little groggy. "Are you?" 


"Yeah, it's going to be a little more difficult getting out of here though," he said looking at her through the dim 
lighting. 


Greta looked around a little more and murmured, "No kidding” 
"Could you come over here sweetheart?" Nick asked. ‘ld come over there but | can't" 
"What do you mean you cant?" 

"| was kind of shot in the leg," he replied matter-of-factly. 

"Shot in.. When? Where?" 


"IFs okay, | just can't get us out of here without your help," he said. What he wasn't telling her was that he 
was still bleeding and they would be lucky if he could get her out of there. 


"You need my help, huh? Well, isn't that a novelty." 

Nick sighed, "Greta, you're not really going to do this now are you?" he asked. 

‘I'm sorry, but I've never heard you say that before, regardless of circumstances." There was an edge to her 
voice. Besides if she concentrated on her animosity to Nick she wouldn't be so worried about their situation - 
about him. "So where are you hurt? Have you put anything on it?" 


"They got me just above my knee," he replied. "And they weren't kind enough to give me any medical supplies." 


"Nice," muttered Greta. She started to rummage through her pockets until she found her bandanna. Since she 


hadn't worn it it was still relatively clean. "Which leg?" 
"Right, but if that's your bandanna, I've already used mine on it" 
"And wrapping mine over the top of it won't help?" 


"Why don't you come over here and have a look for yourself?" he asked. He'd been applying pressure to it 


since he'd been thrown in there and he was beginning to feel the blood loss. 


Greta shuffled over there, becoming aware of various aches and scrapes as she did so. The light was still dim, 
but she could make out the dark patch just above his right knee. She shook out her bandanna and then moved 
his hand so that she could press it over the wound. "How bad do you think it is?" 


Nick's hands balled into fists as she wrapped his leg with her bandanna. "I'm sure I'll ... live," he grunted with 


pain. 

"You didn't answer my question," she observed 

"| can't.. put weight.. on it," he admitted. It hurt a lot more than he was willing to display to her. 
Greta drew a breath. "Okay. So, what do we do, Major?" 


"So we're back to my being Major | see," Nick leaned back a little against the wall. His face was paler than usual 


and sweat ran down the sides of his lean cheeks. "Right then, the plan is to get you out of here” 
Her eyebrows went up. "With you, of course.” 

He shook his head, "I'll only impede your escape. 

"| see" Greta paused. "You're a lot of things, but | never took you for a quitter.” 

‘Im not a quitter, but | am a realist | thought that was something you liked about me" 


"There is very little | like about you these days." She pushed herself to her feet and looked around. "So what 


you're saying is that I'm on my own here?" 
"I'm not saying that at all. I'm saying that | will do everything | can to get you out of here." 
"Uh huh. But then, I'm used to you deserting me," she murmured. 


That made Nick mad. "I didn't desert you before and | won't bloody well now! So get over here and help me up, 
we're getting the frak out of here!" 


"Right," she said, turning around. She wasn't going to get into that again here. She sighed and instead of helping 


him up, she sat down next to him. 

He glanced at her in question, "This is your idea of helping me up?" 

"Don't you Marines have a rule about not leaving people behind?" 

"Did you join the Marines without me knowing about it?" 

She rolled her eyes. "| was on SG-IT for several months, | picked some things up." 


"Are you saying that you wouldn't leave me behind Greta?" he asked his blue eyes caught hold of her brown. 


Greta looked away and chose not to answer that. "Have they come back at all? | mean, they wouldn't just 
throw us in here and forget about us, right?" 


"Not since we were tossed in here. "| don't even know what they want from us or how they are tied to that 


underground lab." Nick told her. He shifted again and sucked in his breath as pain shot through his leg. 


"Maybe they were looking for the source of that energy signal too," suggested Greta. "I didn't see any way to 


open the door." 

"Greta, | have to apologize for getting you into this. | let my temper get away from me. | put you in danger 
and | am sorry." Nick leaned his head back against the wall and closed his eyes, "It seems that nothing is going 
right when it comes to you and me." 

"Major, | don't think your apology is really necessary, but | accept it just the same." She drew a short breath. 


"So what do you think these guys want? Whatever that thing is down there?" 


"| would imagine, judging by the questions they asked before tossing me in here. They didn't tell me who they 


were but they were very interested in what is down there." 


They were quiet for several minutes. "What about the rest of your team? Will they know where to look for 


us?" 


"If | know the Black Sheep, they are out there looking for us right now and it's only a matter of time. Problem 
is if they moved us to a ship somewhere, we're frakked” 


"What do you mean, if?" Greta asked. 

"Well we were both unconscious for a time." 

Greta gave a slight nod and leaned her head back against the wall. She swallowed nervously, wondering exactly 
what they were going to do. She couldn't think of any way they going to get out of here without help - there 


was no way she'd be able to help Nick, and she was firm when she said she couldn't leave without him. 


"You know | never wanted you to get caught up in all of this," he told her. He moved and scrunched up his face 
in pain. 


"Well, considering neither of us knew that | would be joining you on this mission, | can believe that" 


"That isn't entirely what | meant," Nick said very softly meeting her eyes. "You have my word that | will see 
you safely out of here." 


She looked away. "| don't need your word, Major." 

"Will you stop with the ‘major’ bit? H's just you and | here sweetheart," Nick snapped at her. 

"Calling you anything other than that implies a closer relationship, one that you've made damn clear doesn't 
exist. *Major®." The bitterness in her tone took even Greta by surprise. She didn't like admitting that she was 
still hurt by what he'd said and how he'd left her. 

Nick's blue eyes pinned her, his voice velvet over steel, "No more than you have made it baby." 

Her eyes narrowed. "Then why are we talking about it?" 

"All | said is that | would see you safe out of here, and you shot that major crack at me." 


"Calling you by your rank is shooting a crack at you now?" she asked, 


Nick opened his mouth to make a retort but their cell door slid open and in walked the man that had first 


accosted them. 

Nick painfully got to his feet to look the man in the eye. 

"Why have you brought us here?" 

| should think that would be obvious," he replied dismissively, his eyes sliding to Greta He turned and nodded 
to a pair of heavyset men standing just outside. "Bring them, | have questions that are best asked in a more 
fitting setting." 

| don't suppose we have a choice in the matter," Nick said as he was grabbed and shoved ahead of the men. 
His leg almost gave out. 

"Not really," agreed the man. 

They were half-dragged through several corridors, eventually landing in a larger room, full of boxes and 
equipment. Greta couldn't figure out if this was a storeroom, a hold in a ship, or some large warehouse. While 
Nick remained held by two of the men, they immediately let Greta go. For a few seconds she thought it was 
because they didn't deem her much of a threat. 

"You will join me here my dear," the man said in a deceivingly friendly tone. 


"Leave her alone if you know what is good for you," Nick warned. 


Greta shot Nick a look that plainly told him to shut up, that she was fine. The man ignored Nick's statement. 


"Aren't you at least going to tell us your name?" she asked, not moving. 


"Wasn't planning on it but | suppose it might be a novel idea to know the names of the people l'm going to kill 


for a change." 

"She meant yours," Eden said, 

"Did she now?" The man arched an eyebrow and turned back to Greta. "Is that what you meant?" 

"Yes, actually." 

"Very well, the name is Daniels," he said making a mock bow at her, "You will tell me who you are." 

"Why?" 

"Why it's the polite thing my dear, you asked mine, not you tell me yours." 

‘Its certainly not ‘my dear’. 

He frowned slightly then and stepped forward, grabbing Greta's chin. "What's your name?" he demanded. 
Greta simply glared at him. 

"Leave her be," Nick growled. 

"As if you are in a position to do anything about it," Daniels said dismissively. He moved closer to Greta, his 
hand still on her arm tightened. "You will bring quite the price on the market | think," he said looking her over 


like she was a piece of meat. 


Nick tried to shake off those that held him and managed to get loose. He ran at Daniels managing to knock him 
off Greta. "| said, leave her bel" 


Dariels lashed out, hitting Nick hard on the chin and sending him sprawling. Greta made a move toward him but 


was held firm. "My name's Greta Simons," she said in a rush. 
"Now that wasn't so hard, was it?" Daniels said. "And your annoying friend?" 


‘Ive told you, my name is Major Nicholas Eden, United States Marine Corps," Nick gritted his teeth against the 
pain that shot through not only his leg but now his jaw too. 


"That doesn't mean anything to me," said Daniels. "Where are you from?" 


Greta's eyes flickered to Nick, trying to sense what she should say. Daniels noticed though; he nodded to one of 
the men holding Nick who yanked his hair back, making Nick grunt. "You keep answering my questions and your 
friend there will be fine. Don't answer them..." Daniels nodded to the man again and he pulled Nick's head 
further back. "Let's just say things will quickly go downhill” 


Greta swallowed. "We're from Earth." 


“Simons, not one word," Nick growled. His head was pulled back a bit further until Nick lashed out jamming his 
elbow into the other man's groin. 


The burly man fell to his knees with a cry of pain, loosening his grip on Nick. 

Nick shot to his feet, his leg almost refusing to hold his weight, but he wouldn't get another chance. "You want 
to stop playing games now Daniels? What is it that you want from us? We're no threat to you, we're just 
explorers." Nick said belatedly trying for diplomacy. 

| want to know what you were doing, how you got the power wheel to work,” snapped Daniels. 

Nick blinked, "Power wheel?" he asked. 

"The power device you were playing with!" 


"We didn't know it was there," started Greta. "We were just-" 


Daniels drew out his gun and pointed it at Nick, "I will not suffer lies," he said. "Or your major there will have 


another bullet in his other leg." 
"Listen!" Nick barked, "We didn't know about any power device!" 
"No? Then why were you in that exact spot?" 


"They were just following an energy signature!" insisted Greta. "If you want it that badly, I'm sure that you can 


have it, and we can leave!" 


"What you can do, pal, is go frak yourself," Nick ground out shooting Simons a death glare. If this power device 
was that much in demand, then it was certainly something that they needed to get. 


"You obviously outnumber us, you know where the device is, why don't you just let us go?" asked Greta 
"You think that is the only reason you and your annoying friend here are still my guests?" 


"Then why?" 


Dariels took her chin between his fingers and looked into her eyes. "You will bring quite a price on the open 
market with all that white skin and those lips „well | might just have to sample them myself." 


"Touch her and you will seriously regret it," Nick said in a dangerously low tone. 
"Oh really?" 


Dariels' attention shifted from Greta to Nick, allowing Greta to make her move. She really didn't like to be 
fondled by this guy, or what he was hinting at. She aimed her knee into his groin while pushing the heel of her 
hand up under his chin, snapping his head back just as his instinct was to bring it down. Then she knocked her 
elbow into his midriff, grabbed his arm, yanked it back until she felt his shoulder pop and flipped him so that 
he landed face down. At the same time she somehow managed to get a hold on his weapon, which she held at 


his head, breathing hard. 

"Yeah, really, because she's a bitch when she's pissed off," smirked Nick. 

Greta tossed Nick the weapon which he turned on to the men rushing to their leader's side, "| wouldn't," Nick 
warned sharply. Then he flicked his gaze to Greta, "Good job there sweetheart," he praised. "She's a very good 
student." 


She frowned at him. "That had nothing to do with you," she retorted, still breathing hard. 


He merely gave her a smirk before he limped his way over to the fallen man. He balled up his fist and planted 
it squarely in Daniels' jaw. "Payback's a bitch. Come on sweetheart, let's get the hell out of here." 


Chapter 14 - Snowed In 


Bon Jovi was two months into their tour when they experienced an unexpected weather-related delay. They 


were in Paris and an exceptionally heavy late season snowstorm shut the city down for three days. It was a 
rice break for the band that had been almost non-stop since the start of the tour, but they had to cancel 
three shows. Jon and the management team were trying to reschedule. 

Nick sat in his suite, his iPod playing some soft jazz, his guitar lying on the bed with a scattering of paper, and 
several packs of wire guitar strings. He was cleaning and restringing his guitar when his phone rang. He reached 


out to pick up the phone from the end table seeing the name that came up on the screen. 


"Hey Sierra," Nick said with a smile in his voice. He missed his friend over the last few months. "You coming 


out soon?" 

"Hey Hammer, yeah | just wanted to tie up a few loose ends here before heading out to meet you in Geneva" 
"Sounds good pal." There was a slight pause. "Sierra, have you seen .. Greta?" he asked. 

"As a matter of fact, | have. Yesterday." 

"Is she .. well?" 


'| didn't speak to her, but she seemed to be. Might have dropped some weight, but you know how she is. A lot 
like you in that regard” 


"Sierra, don't start," Nick growled. 
Ken changed topics. "So, you getting ready for a show tonight?" 


"No, we're snowed in actually. Had to cancel tonight and tomorrow's shows. They are trying to get us out of 
here for Saturday's show in Calais. We got dumped on last night, so we're stuck for the moment." 


"Let me know if your schedule changes." Another pause. "Why ask about Greta? Last time | tried to talk to you 
about her, you jumped down my throat." 


Nick sighed and moved over to the window. There was nothing but white to be seen as the wind was whipping 
the snow and making the trees branches dance wildly. It was midafternoon, but it was as dim as dusk. The 
street lights could barely be seen through the blowing snow. It was a beautiful sight, but it made Nick feel 
very isolated and he longed for Greta. He'd given up trying to rekindle the hurt and anger he'd lived with for so 


many years and now it was just the constant pain of knowing he'd likely alienated her to the point of no return 


‘lve been thinking," Nick said slowly. He took a deep breath and let it out. "I .. lim such an idiot Sierra. | can't 


believe that | did those things to her, said what | did" He swiped his hand over his face and leaned close to the 
frosted window feeling the cold seep in. "I know she probably won't accept anything from me, but can you 
please tell her that | want .. | need to see her? | don't care where. | can leave her passes, fly her where ever, 
|. | just need to see her. Tell her that I'm a sorry excuse for a human being, but if she will come to me, | 


swear on my word as an Eden that she won't regret it" 


"Nick, | doubt | can get her to speak to me, much less believe me, she sees me in the same light. Besides she 
is leaving at the end of next week for Ellensburg. She's going back home." 


"Do what you can will you?" he asked. 
"You know | will" 


"How are the guys? | can't believe how much | miss those hotshots." He gave a small smile. The Black Sheep 


had been his family for the last ten years. 

"They are adjusting to life outside the SGC. Ice is working at the hospital in San Antonio, MD stayed in The 
Springs, he's dating Laura Carelli and decided to open that landscaping business he'd been talking about for the 
last few years, and Jess is going back to school to get his masters in Geology.” 

"And you?" Nick asked. 

"Not sure," Ken sighed. Like Nick, Ken's whole life had been the SGC for the last ten years. 

"Meet us in Geneva, we'll keep you busy l'm sure." 

Ken laughed, "I'm sure. Hey pal, | have to run, I'll try and talk to Greta for you, but | make no promises." 
"That's all | ask pal. See ya soon" And with that Nick ended the call and tossed his phone on the table. He stood 
staring at the mounting piles of snow for a few more minutes until the cold started to penetrate through the 


windows. He retreated back to the bed and resumed restringing his guitar. 


A short while later there was a knock on his door. "Come!" he called out. He was threading the string through 
the bridge. He glanced up as Jon entered. 


"Hey catch ya at a bad time?" the singer asked. 
Nick shook his head. "Naw, just restringing. Any word on the weather?" 


Jon shook his head. "Looks like we might be stuck here for the duration. We'll have to wait to see if we can 


make it to Calais. Is Kenny joining us still in Geneva?" 


Eden nodded as he attached the string to the headstock and the tuning peg. "Yeah | just got off the phone with 


him actually. He's just tying up a few loose ends." 


"Good," Jon said. He picked up some of the sheet music on the bed. "You are becoming quite the prolific 


songwriter." 


Eden shrugged threading another string through and attaching it to the headstock. "I'm just fooling around 


really." 
"You are better than you give yourself credit for." 
Nick flushed at the singer's praise. "Thanks. So what brings you by?" Nick asked. 


"You were going to tell me about your last assignment. | have to tell ya buddy, | want to help you with your 


girl, but these stories of yours are fascinating even if you can't give specific details." 


Nick should have remembered this about Jon Bon Jovi; the man was like a bulldog with a bone and wouldn't 
give up until he got the answers he wanted. Eden gave his friend a long-suffering sigh. 


Nick continued to work. 


‘Our last argument didn't start out as an argument. | was trying to offer her support after a very 
emotionally difficult mission. It was the last mission before they shut down the .. base .. disbanded the team, 
laid off the civilians, and forced retirement on most of the senior staff. Tempers were short .. my Temper was 


short" 
Without giving specific details, Nick continued. 


"We were assigned to go into a village that lately had been terrorized by .. radicals. We had two other teams 
with us and we were to meet with officials and see what could be done to ensure the safety of this village 
and others like it in the area" Of course he couldn't say that this village was on another planet and the 
radicals were parasitical beings masquerading as Egyptian gods, but he was sure Jon would get the general 


idea. 


"Along with Greta being an archaeologist, she also handles some of the negotiations as she speaks several 
languages fluently. | hated the idea of an unarmed civilian going into a potentially hot situation, but | had my 
orders." Nick looked up at his friend. A look passed between the men and Jon nodded. He knew there was a lot 


more to this than Nick could say. 


"When we arrived, we were startled to learn that all of the adults of the small village had disappeared. We 
found about 20 small children ranging in age from a few months to about 5 years old. 


We spend four days there trying to track down the parents of the children but there had been no trace. On 
one of the patrols we found a teenage girl that had been injured and apparently left for dead. She told us that 


the radicals had taken the adults and older children to work in the mines leaving the little kids behind Jon, they 


left almost 20 children no older than 5 alone in 10+ degree heat! Some were just babies in their cribs!" 


That still made Nick absolutely furiousHe jumped up and began to pace. He wanted to go back there and find 
the blasted snake that left innocent children alone to die, forced the older children to slave away in mines, and 


tore those families apart. 


"Those kids were so frightened and traumatized when we found them. It didn't take long for everyone had 
become attached to them. There was one little boy no more than two years old, that latched on to me and 
refused to be separated from me. He would cry every time | tried to leave his sight even though | promised 
I'd be right back. Still the he cried until | returned. This little boy was terrified and clung to me like a tick so | 
sought out Greta's help. | know next to nothing about kids." 


Jon stayed silent but nodded for Nick to continue. 


| asked Doc, our call sign for her, for her help and she reluctantly agreed. We were still on rough terms, 
aye?" Nick took another deep breath and continued. 


"What do you want me to do?" Greta asked While she liked children, she didnt really have any more direct 


experience with them than anyone else. 


"I don't know, take him and talk to him or something," he hissed "You should know what to do, being a woman and 
all" 


Greta leaned back and gave him a hard, cold look "Oh, hold on, let me consult my other X chromosome, shall |?" 


"Oh | imagine that went over well," Jon had to chuckle. 
"Yeah so she called me a sexist among other more colorful things. The kid didn't like her tone and clung tighter 


to me until | convinced him that Greta was a close friend. Finally he allowed her to take him. From that 


moment, one or both of us had to be with him" 


‘So, what would you like me to do?" Greta repeated, but her fone a litte more gentle. 


‘Help me get him fo the hall with the other children? He won't let me walk away and I thought he'd respond to you 
better than the others." 


"What on earth made you think that?" she asked incredulously. 
"l always imagined you'd be good with kids." he shrugged. 


she blinked After a moment she swallowed and said, "Ive never so much as changed a diaper." She couldnt quite 
cover the accusation in her tone. She and Nick had talked about having a family once, years ago. Now Greta was 
doubtful that that would ever actually happen for her: 


"You look lke you would be great with kids," he said softly over the child's head 


Greta met his eyes. Again she felt something twist inside her; part of her wanted to hit him, to make him feel the 
hurt she felt, yet another reminded her that she was still stupid enough fo love him. 


‘Any of the kids tell what happened?" he asked her softly as the boy's brown eyes were glued on Nick 


"A few of the older ones managed fo tell what happened," replied Greta. "A large group of men, with weapons, 
arrived sometime around dawn. They dragged everyone out of their houses, separated the adults and older children 
from the younger ones, then forced the adults to follow them by threatening fo kill the children. We arrived a 
couple of hours after they left." 


"l sent McKay's team off for fo search the area" Nick ran his hand through his hair. He swore softly and glanced 
fo where the other teams had gone off. "I hope they don't run into any more trouble than they can handle." 


‘McKay would call in if he needed more back up, right?" Greta awkwardly sat down on a large pile of blankets, her 
back against the wall and the boy cradled on her chest. She was kind of hoping that by just sitting still hed fall 


asleep. 


Nick nodded and sat down as well, oddly reluctant to leave her and go do what he needed to. He was content to 
stay with her and the boy. OF course he told himself that it was he was afraid that boy would start fo cry again 
But deep down he knew he just wanted to stay by her. 


The little boy now had a thumb in his mouth and although his eyes were still fixed on Neck, his eyelids were slowly 
drifting closed. "I thought you had things to do," whispered Greta 


‘Aye, | do. Thought Id stick by until he drops off," he said softly. "Look Greta | know that your opinion of me is 
about as low as it can get. Honestly | don't blame you if you hate me for the rest of your life." he said and added 
that he more than hated himself for hurting her. 


Greta gave him a sharp look, wondering where that had come trom. "Generous of you," she replied, feeling 
defensive. She warned herself not to get drawn in again. "Im not sure what your point is though." 


Nick shrugged and then got annoyed with himself. "I don't know ... just that .. thanks for helping," he finished lamely. 
The boy was now asleep and Nick took him from Greta and gently lay him down 


He seemed about fo say something else but changed his mind and headed back outside. 


"Where was that silver tongue that has the ladies falling at your feet night after night?" Jon asked chuckling 


again. 
"Hey they just want to get to you pal.” 


Jon shook his head knowing that this young man was garnering more fans than he realized. 


Much later, once all the children were asleep and the lights in the hall had been turned down, Greta made her way 
outside, hoping to find somewhere nearby that was quiet so she could get some sleep herself. The night was cool, 
but not uncomfortably so. She paused outside one of the houses and looked up at the unfamiliar night sky. She 


wondered what direction Earth was in 
Nick was sitting on a low stone fence leaning against a tree when Greta paused and looked up into the sky. He was 
trying to think things through but he couldnt gather his thoughts into any kind of semblance of order. Hs feelings 


for Greta were confusing him and making him more than a little crazy. 


She had hurt him badly and he retaliated. They fought constantly and threw barbs at each other and yet she was 
constantly on his mind Nick really didn’t know what to think of all of that 


"Taking a break Doc?" he asked seeing her come alongside of him. 
Greta jumped visibly and turned, one hand fo her chest: "Frak, Eden!" she hissed "Don't do that!" 


"Sorry," he chuckled "You realize that you should be more aware of your surroundings," he admonished not 
unkindly. 


‘im in the middle of a village surrounded by two teams," she pointed out. And she was tired, but she didnt mention 
that. 


He rose from his position and came toward her. "Is late, you should get some sack time. Im sure itl be a long day 


tomorrow." 


She nodded "I was just wondering where to sleep," she admitted, then realized that her words sounded almost like 
an invitation. She flushed in the darkness. Frak 


"Tents are set up over there," he pointed just past where they stood "You need an escort?" he asked his smile 


flashing in the moonlight. 

"l think | can find my own way, thanks." 

The wind had picked up a little cooling the warmth of the day from the air making her shiver slightly. 
"Here," Nick said taking off his jacket and draping it over her shoulders before she could object 


Surprised, Greta could only murmur her thanks. Hesitating for a moment or so, she slid her arms into the sleeves 
Nick's scent enveloped her, making her stomach flp. She started toward the tents and Nick fell into step beside her. 
"The boy's stil asleep," she said softly. 


‘Good, poor kid, he is frightened Don't know why he wouldn't let me leave him," he fold her. "Kind of felt good 
though, you know?" 


Nick knew he wasnt acting himself. Maybe he was just tired and she was just there, easy fo talk to. Hed known 
her for so long most of his life in fact. They knew each other so well yet at the same time they so much had 
transpired between them that they were rediscovering each other. 


Greta could barely get a "Yeah" passed the lump in her throat. "Maybe you look hke his father or something Or 
maybe you were the first friendly grown up face hed seen all day." Her voice sounded odd to her ears 


‘Seems funny though, most kids are scared of men in uniform and carrying weapons." 


Greta shrugged "Yeah," was all she could say. Her shoulder brushed his. She found herself wondering if she had the 


courage to kiss him again, the way she'd done in that conference room several months ago. 


"Your tent is just there," he said softly. He turned to face her, the moonlight cast her hair in a silvery glow and 
suddenly he wished the curly mass was loose and flowing down her back. He reacted to her they way he always 
had Hs gaze was intense and locked on her lps. He watched mesmerized as her tongue swept over her lips and he 


felt desire flood his body. 


She wasn't entirely sure who moved first, but the next thing Greta was conscious of was pressing close to Nick, 


sliding her arms around his neck, and opening her mouth beneath his. 


They moved at the same time he reached out and pulled her to him. Hs lips slashed over hers and he felt her 
arms circle his waist pulling him closer. Her lips parted and he deepened the kiss Their tongues danced together. 


Greta wasnt sure how long they'd been embracing, but she was just starting to question whether this was such a 
good idea when she heard Johnny's voice. Nick broke away from her so fast she staggered slightly. 


‘Damn it McKay!" Nick barked at his friend, "Dont you know its not cool to sneak up on people?" 


"l was hardly sneaking up," replied Johnny in a cool voice. '! called your name twice - and were in the middle of a 
mission, | shouldnt be able to sneak up on you." He reached them and even in the dim light Greta could see him 
frowning 


Nick had never ever let his guard down like that on a mission; it was something that he continually harped on to his 
men about 


Damn, how could he completely lose all control lke he had? Then his eyes landed on Greta She always had the 
ability to make him forget everything A glance from her eyes, the barest hint of a smile and he was history. 


‘ls something wrong?" 


"That kid you were working with most of the day is awake and crying again," said Johnny, stil in that cool tone. 
"And | wanted to let you know that my team is handling the evening shifts, | told all your men fo get some rest." 


Greta shifted uncomfortably as she watched the two men and crossed her arms protectively. There was a 
current running between Johnny and Nick that she wasn’t quite sure of, or what it meant. She cleared her throat. 
"HI see fo the boy," she offered 

The two watched as Greta walked off 

"Frak it Nick, what are you thinking?" John hissed when they were alone. "I thought you couldnt stand her!" 


Nick turned his back and ran his hand through his hair, 'I know! It just .. | don’t know, happened!" 


"Well, just make sure it doesn’t just happer’ again," said Johnny, rather unnecessarily. He wasn’t quite sure whether 
he was angry over Nick's inattention to his surroundings or if it was because he didn’t want to see Greta hurt again 


"You think | can't keep my hands off her or something?" Nick asked sharply. "You have never liked her, have you?" 


Johnny's eyebrows arched, thinking Nick for once was way off the mark "On the contrary," he started, then 
stopped "No, this isn’t a conversation | want to have here. Nick.. Just be careful, okay? For both your sakes." 


There were few people that Nick felt he could talk fo without the fear of looking weak, John was one of those 


people. However, he was right, this was neither the time nor place. 
‘Aye, youre right. Thank you pal." 
Johnny gave a soft snort and muttered, "Sure." 


"What?" Nick asked catching John by the arm. ‘Look pal, | know that little scene there was incredibly stupid, | get it. 
It won't happen again." 


John scrubbed his face. '! know it won't. Get some rest, okay? | need to go check in with Stephenson." 


Nick ran his hand through his sweat damp hair, the desert air having cooled significantly from the blazing heat of 
the day. Instead of making his way to his tent, Nick traced Greta's steps back to the hall where the children were. 


Greta was holding the boy and speaking with another woman who was watching over the sleeping children She saw 


that Nick was entering the large tent. 

‘Doc, | hear the boy woke up ?" he asked ignoring the other woman 

"I think he's starting to settle again," she replied, her tone distant 

"Thats good," he said kneeling down to gently lay a hand on the child's head "He does seem to like you," Nick said 
trying to keep his fone professional It was a losing proposition though, just being with her made him forget just how 
they had been caught not ten minutes before by McKay. 

‘Actually, | think its your jacket," she admitted without looking at him. 'H smells lke you." Greta felt her cheeks 
flush and kept her eyes on the litte boy. She pushed herself up off the steps and said, "I think he's asleep again, 
but | might stay with him, just in case." 


"You look all in," he said "Hl stay with him." Nick knew that he wouldnt be getting much sleep that night anyway 
and if Greta wouldnt be around, he might find a little bit of peace.. maybe. 


But Greta shook her head. "No, you have other responsibilities to take care of. Ive got this." She met his eyes then, 
briefly. "Frak," she murmured. "Nck, please. HI look after him." 


He lightly touched her cheek, "This is the first time in months that you have called me Nick," he murmured, his 
eyes dark with desire yet there was caution within the sapphire depths 


Greta swallowed at his touch After a long stretch of silence she whispered, "I wish-" Then she stopped She almost 
blurted out that she still loved him, but that would be a huge mistake. It didn't matter what she said, nothing would 
change. Good night, Nick." 

"You wish what?" he asked 

"Nothing," she replied "It doesn’t matter." 

Nick sighed and nodded. Right then," he covered the boy with a blanket. "Good night Greta" 


‘Good night." Greta settled herself down next fo the little boy and watched Nek leave. 


The next morning brought word that SG-I5 had found the adults from the village. Apparently they were being held 
ina valley about ten clicks away. From the steps of the village hall where she was sitting with the little boy and 


several of the other children, who were eating their breakfast, Greta watched Nick, Johnny, Ken, and Johmy’s XO, 
Paul Stephenson discuss their options A half hour later two more SG teams arrived, one to secure the village while 
the other prepared to join Raymond and Liu 


"What's going on?" Greta asked Nick as he approached, a frown on his face. He knelt in front of her and ruffled the 
boy's hair. He was on Gretas lap, thumb in his mouth and was watching Nick with wide dark eyes. It had occurred 
fo her that he could almost pass for Nick's son.. 

But Nick was speaking and she needed to pay attention 

‘McKay, Cornell, and | are taking our teams to follow Raymond and Liu. Hernandez's SG-B is taking over securing 
the village." He straightened and his hand went to his sidearm, but he seemed to think better of checking it in front 
of the children. 

‘How long will you be?" 


‘Not sure." He gave a small shrug. "Anyway, just wanted fo give you a head's up." 


Thanks," she murmured. She hesitated "Nick?" Frak, there she was, using his name again, despite what shed told 
herself earlier that moming about keeping a distance. 


"Yeah?" he asked winking at the litte boy. "Have you found out his name?" he asked her. He hated referring to him 
as ‘the child’ or the boy’ 


She shook her head. "He still hasnt spoken a word | plan to ask one of the other kids though" She paused again. "Be 


careful” 

Nek pinned her with his be eyes, "Worried about me sweetheart?" he asked huskily. 

"Would it mean anything if | was?" 

Her tone suggested she sincerely doubted it 

He looked at her with burning intensity, "Aye, it would" he said very softly. Then without breaking Gretas gaze, he 
spoke to the boy, "Take care of her, aye?" then he flashed a smile at the chid "You know she is my special friend 


alright tiger?" 


The little boy nodded twice and settled back against Greta, who was struggling fo understand and make sense of 
Nicks reply. 


"HI be back in a few hours. Keep a sharp eye out Doc." 


"Always," she murmured Nick barely nodded and headed off to join McKay and Cornell 


Six hours later, Nick wearily walked into the compound and headed over fo the place the kids were being cared for. 
He saw the litte boy hed befriended playing with something while Greta slept on a cot next to him. 


‘Hey buddy," Nick sat down somewhat heavily and winced slightly as the boy instantly climbed into his lap and stuck 
his thumb into his mouth 


Greta stirred, not quite sure what had woken her, but she knew it wasn't trouble. She opened her eyes slowly fo 
see Nick sitting opposite her with Hobie on his lap. "Hey," she greeted him, her voice husky with sleep. She cleared 
her throat and ran a hand over her face. "You're back?" 

‘No, Im stil out in the woods running into one dead end after another," he sighed and winced again He'd taken one 
hell of a tumble down the side of a hill He was okay, just bruised and dirty. He hated fo see the mass of bruises 
he was sure to see all over his back and torso. "How is the kiddo?" he asked more of the child than Greta "You 
take care of her like | asked?" 

Hobie nodded and rested his head against Nick's chest: 

"Hs name's Hobie," supplied Greta 

Nick looked down at the dark haired boy, "So Hobie huh? 

Then he looked up at Greta, "You look like hell sweetheart" 


‘Better than you. What did you do? Roll around in a dirt pile?" 


‘Something like that," he said setting Hobie back on the floor and handing him a wooden block to play with. "All quiet 
here?" 


Greta nodded "As far as | know... Captain Hernandez seems pretty intent on keeping the village sate." 


"Good," Nick said not knowing exactly what to do now. He was exhausted and yet he wanted to be with her; the 
boy was just an excuse for him fo be with her. Stil, it was flimsy at best, he knew. 


‘So... | fake it from the lack of happy laughter that you didn't find them? | thought that Raymond and Liu said 
they'd located them." 


"We were at least a day behind them. The trail dead-ended and we had to get back before we lost the light." 
‘So what now?" asked Greta 


Nick shrugged, "Go back out tomorrow | guess." he took a breath, his brow wrinkled at his mounting aches and pains. 


"You should rest," she advised "Have something fo eat." 

Nick nodded and rose. He paused for a moment before reaching out his hand to Greta "Come with me?" 

Greta looked at him, then his hand, uncertain. Then she reached out and took it, allowing him to pull her to her 
feet. Little Hobie latched onto Nick's hand and together they walked over to where a makeshift kitchen was set up. 
He got a tray and sat down placing his elbows on the table and supporting his head in his hands. He was almost too 
tired to eat. 


Greta sat got herself some food as well and sat down opposite him; Hobie immediately snuggled onto her lap. "Do 
you think we'll stay here or take the children back to Earth?" she asked quietly. 


"F their folks arent found soon, | think there is a plan for taking them back home. Its just not secure here. Maybe 
find a safer place. Its also a very tricky situation" 


Greta hugged Hobie to her and handed him some bread "Johnny's team is still looking though, right?" 

Nick shook his head "They were exhausted and came back with the rest of us The Black Sheep will head out 
tomorrow at first light and | will try my damnedest fo find them," he swore. There was something in his tone that 
caught Gretas attention 

‘And if you ... can’t?" 

‘1 wont accept failure," he said IE made him sick to think that someone .. some power hungry snake ... had left 
defenseless children to fend for themselves, which they wouldn't have been able to do for long. ‘lm going to find 
them." 


Greta could only nod Nick then drew a breath and ate his meal quickly. "My tents still up if you want fo use if," 
she offered 


"Thanks, maybe for a few hours." He looked at her. "But you need fo sleep too I think You haven't had much, have 


your" 
Greta shrugged "You need it more than me if you're going back out tomorrow." She pushed aside her finished meal 


Nick glanced down as Hobie toddled over to him and held up his arms to be picked up. '! keep wondering," he said as 
he picked the boy up. "Why he likes me so much." 


Wearily Greta shrugged. "No idea" 
‘Come on tiger," he said scooping up the boy. "Back you go fo the other kids, aye?" 


Greta watched Nick carry Hobie back to the other children that were listening fo a story Digger was telling Hobie 


settled between a boy and a girl The latter smiled and put her arm around Hobie then they turned back to the 
story. 


‘I never realized Richardson was so good with kids," he said in a tired amazed way. "Might be hope for the lad yet." 
"Whats the saying? Takes one to know one? Jesse is nothing but a big kid in grown up clothing" 


"Yeah tell me about it," he chuckled 


They reached Greta's tent and just as Nick was about to say something McKay came running up to them. 
‘Hammer, we have trouble. A squad of radicals are headed this way. We need to secure those kids." 


hstantly all signs of weariness were swept from the Marine's face. "Doc, go back and make sure those kids are 


together and out of harm's way. Tell Digger | need him out here. Go!" 
For a moment Greta was frozen to the spot, unable to integrate what was about to happen 
"Doc!" Nick said taking her by her shoulders and giving her a shake, 'I need you to do as | asked, go!" 


She met his eyes and gave a faint nod With a quick squeeze of his arm she turned and hurried back to the village 
hall 


"McKay, where are your men?" he asked as they ran toward the tents of the other Black Sheep. He called for 
Sierra and Mad Dog and told them of the situation and gave orders to get the other teams mobilized. 


Colonel Raymond appeared, Liu close behind Like Nick, all traces of weariness were gone from their faces. Raymond 
quickly demanded an update, agreed with the orders Nick and John had already given. ‘Liu, get your team inside the 
hall, make sure the civilians are all inside. Eden, take the village east flank, McKay, you take north Hernandez can 
have the west, HI take the south" That was the direction the enemy were approaching trom. "Move it, people!" 


"A ye sir!" Nick saluted and ran off to inform his men of their orders. 


‘Ice, Dig, | want you to get high set up a good snping target zone, Sierra, MD, and | will take the ones that get 
through you two, No one gets at the children, understand?" 


‘Aye sir!" his Marines all acknowledged 


inside the village hall, Greta did a quick headcount of the children; all twenty-one were accounted for. Liu had 
stationed her team around the hall in strategic positions They did their best to calm the children - some had 


picked up on the tension and were crying 


Hobie's eyes were wide and terrified and he clung to her for dear life. He kept watching the doorway anxiously, 
obviously watching for Nick. Tears sipped down his cheeks as he looked up fo Greta 


Greta rubbed his back and tried fo reassure the traumatized litte boy. Outside they could hear the faint shouted 
commands of the SG teams, but no fighting yet. 


Nick keyed his mic, "Ice, Hammer." 
"Go Hammer." 


‘Get ready pal, intel says there are a hell of a lot more coming," Nick relayed on the message he'd just received 
from McKay's XO 


There was a bit of a pause before he replied, "Roger that. Hammer, we don't have a hell of alot of ammo.." 
‘Aye, | know. Make it count le, Hammer out." 


İt wasn't long before Greta heard the first sounds of gunfire. They were coming from the south Since she didn't 
have a radio she didn't know exactly what was going on, but Liu was in touch with all the other team COs 


İt wasn't long before the teams were fully engaged and it was also soon apparent that they were seriously out 
manned. Digger and Ice did an amazing job taking them out, but the sheer numbers were heavily against them. 


Raymond called a retreat. "Eden, assist Liu in evacuating those kids to the gate," he ordered 


‘Aye sir!" Nick replied and relayed his orders to the Black Sheep. Nick instructed lce and Digger to head to the gate 
and clear the way for them sending MD with them. "Sierra, with me!" 


"Were moving out," announced Liu suddenly. "Simons, fields, Roberts, Clark, take five children each We're heading to 


the gate." 


Hobie whined and hugged himself even tighter to Greta She looked at the gaggle of children around her and said 
gently, "Lara, Kvan, Lucas, Salla, you stay close to me, all right? Everything's going fo be fine. We're going to take 


you someplace safe." 


Nick ran while firing at the encroaching enemy. He stopped, spun and let loose a volley that slowed them down a 


litle. Then he ran flat out as he was out of ammo. This was not good. 
He ran toward Greta, "Simons! Follow us, we're heading for the gate!" 


Liu joined Nick at the door to the hall "Were all ready here," she told him. ‘Lead the way." She turned to the 
civilians and the children. "Stay together," she reminded them. 


"You got any spare ammo?" Nick asked Liu as they filed out. The major nodded and gave hm several clips. "My XO 
has more if you need it." 


Hs eyes searched for Greta and Hobie. He found them near the door. "Doc, let me take Hobie. I want you to go on 
ahead of me. Stay with me, you got it?" 


But Greta shook her head. "You cant protect us if you're holding Hobie," she pointed out as Liu directed them to 
fake the path that Nick had suggested 


"You stay on my six lke glue, you hear me Greta?" he said fiercely. 


She nodded and grpped Lara's hand tightly. Greta had the other four children with her all holding each other's hands 
and grouped behind her. The last child in the chain had a firm grp on Greta's belt so she knew they were all there. 


İt was a long rough hike constantly being fired upon and more than one of their party had been taken down. There 
was a sound that send icy fear shooting through Nick He had no time to do more than shout a warning, spin on his 
heel grab Greta and the chidren and throw them to the ground before a powerful explosion shattered the night 


and threw him several feet to land in a heap. 


Greta didn't even have time to scream before the blast wave hit her and the children. She felt herself thrown in 
the air and when she landed everything went black 


/t was several minutes before she came around to the sound of gunfire and more blasts. h the time shed been 
out, Liu had communicated with Raymond and the SGC and more reinforcements were at that moment flowing 
through the gate. She gave a whimper as pain in her head, her shoulder, her leg made itself known. Her first real 
conscious thought was for the children Suddenly completely awake, she felt around her and wiped something sticky 
from her eyes. "Hobie? Lara?" she called 


"Dont move Greta," Nick said as he appeared in her field of vision Blood ran down the side of his face and blood 
soaked his shirt from a gash in his shoulder. "You're hurt, dont move." 


"Where's Hobie?" 


Nick couldn't hide the pain that flashed over his face that had nothing to do with his injuries. He looked down to the 
still form that he held in his arms 


Greta followed his gaze. She gave a sharp whimper. 'No-" 
"Greta-" 
‘Lara? Lucas-" 


"The others are with Ken Greta we have to move, we cant stay here." 


"Hobie... Nick, |-" 


He couldnt quite tell if all the blood was hers or if some was Hobie's. The blood on her temple was hers, he was 
certain, but that on her side and chest, her leg.. "We have to get to the gate, its not far now." 


But Greta was going into shock and couldn't quite comprehend what he was saying 'I was holding him, Nick, | thought 
that would be the satest thing-" 


‘He was nipped out of your arms from the blast," he said his voice steely as he held back the strong emotions 
that threatened to overwhelm him at the loss of this little boy. He'd failed to protect him and hed failed to 
protect Greta. 

He gently lay the child on the ground his hand shaking as he closed the litte boy's blue eyes. 


‘Come on Greta | have to get you back home." 


Greta felt Nick help her to her feet. She felt her left leg buckle a little and the pain in her side tore through her, 


narrowing her vision again. 
"Whoa baby, you might just have to let me carry you. But you have to promise to stay with me, aye?" 
"Yes," she murmured. 


Nick picked her up and held her tightly against his chest even though her added weight strained his injured shoulder 
but he ignored it, determined fo get Greta back to the gate. 


Staff blasts landed all around them as he ran full out for the gate. "Hold on Greta, you hear me?" he demanded 
Greta gripped his shirt weakly. 'Im sorry," she murmured 

"You have nothing to be sorry for, its my fault. | failed you." 

They reached the open gate; it was surrounded by SGC personnel. The other children had already been ushered 
through. Greta felt her vision narrowing again. She felt odd.. "Nick? Don't leave Hobie," she whispered, but she didn't 
think he heard her. The cold of the wormhole enveloped them and by the time Nick stepped out the other side, 
Greta had passed out again 

Pain slashed through Nick at her mention of the boy that had dled in his arms. "Im sorry sweetheart," he whispered 
but she didnt hear him. He placed her gently on a gurney before he was asked fo stand aside so that the medics 


could begin their assessment. He stood watching as she was taken to the infirmary. 


The room was silent for a long moment. "Wow," Jon said feeling exhausted just hearing what had happened. 


"That boy, Hobie, he .. died?" 


"Aye," Nick said still feeling his loss. "The blast hit us from the front and since Greta was holding him, he 
shielded her. He saved her life." 


Jon let his mind absorb what he'd heard and could only imagine the details that Nick hadn't told him. He looked 


at his friend seeing the raw pain etched on his face. "Now | see where all these songs are coming from." 
"What's the saying? Poets need the pain or something?" Nick gave a self-depreciating snort. 


“Something like that. | can't even imagine what that must have been like for you guys and I'm so sorry you 
had to go through that. That said, you have to start letting some of this guilt go or it's going to tear you 
apart. Hell, it already is. If you want my take on this, your stubborn pride was hurt by Greta's very astute 
decision. You, my friend, have always had that quick temper and seen the worst part of the situation. Look, you 
know you weren't ready back then. Just get off your ass and make her see that you are a first class idiot, 
you realize that you cannot live without her and will spend the rest of your life proving to her that you 
belong together." Jon stood and gathered up the sheet music that was scattered on the bed. "We have the 
time Nick. Use it" 


Jon then left his friend to think on what his next step would be. 


Chapter I5 - The Right Side of Wrong 


Having been cooped up in a hotel room for the last two days, Nick was itching for some fresh air. He didn't 
have suitable cold weather outerwear so he went down to the hotel gift shop to purchase gloves, a jacket, and 
a stocking hat. They didn't have boots, but he'd noticed that a few stalwart shop owners were open even 


though there were few customers. 


Nick pulled on his newly acquired outerwear and thanked the pretty sales girl for her help. "Merci beaucoup 


pour votre aide ma chère," he smiled at her. 

She blushed prettily, "Vous êtes le bienvenu, monsieur. S'il y a autre chose que je puisse faire pour toi ..2" 
"No thank you," he chuckled and turned to leave. 

"You never said that you speak French," Richie Sambora said coming up alongside Nick. 


"You never asked," Eden replied. "I took eight years of French in high school and college. We also visited quite a 
bit when we came to stay with my grandparents in Tonbridge which is about an hour southeast of London" 


"Ahh so that is where the .. unique accent comes from," Sambora said. 

"| didn't think | still had one," Nick said as the two men stopped just outside the shop. 

“Trust me, you do. So where are you going?" 

| thought I'd take in some fresh air," Eden replied zipping up the coat and pulling on his gloves. 

"Buddy, it's cold out there, and practically a blizzard!" Rich plainly thought Nick was nuts. 

"What that?" Nick gestured outside. "That's nothing. | was going to head over to that shoe shop across the 
street for some decent boots since we might see more of this kind of weather. Wanna join me? I'm going stir 
crazy stuck inside." 

Richie thought for a moment and then he nodded. "Sure just let me get my coat" 

The hotel was beautiful, luxurious and very large with a full workout facility which Nick had taken full 
advantage of in the last few days. It offered several first class restaurants and shops, but he still felt closed 
in. He took a seat in the large lobby that blazed with light even in the middle of the afternoon to wait on his 
band mate. Outside it was snowing again and the wind had kicked up, but he needed to get outside; he'd been in 


far worse conditions. 


Richie returned a short time later with his heavy fur lined coat, gloves, and a stocking hat pulled down over 


his thick dark hair. Together they ventured out into the frigid temperatures, snow, and wind. The cold was 
breath-stealing and Nick pulled the stocking cap down further on his head. It wasn't blizzard windy, but the 
stiff breeze certainly cut through his clothing. 


The two men trudged their way to the intersection and picked their way carefully across the usually busy 
street and to the store Nick wanted to visit. 


It was such a wonderful feeling for the ex-Marine to be out in the fresh air. For the last ten years, he'd been 
out in the elements more than he'd been indoors. He'd always loved outdoor activities such as hiking, climbing, 


skiing, and water sports. He also loved experiencing new cultures. 
Richie pointed to the shop and with his head bowed against the wind, they entered the shoe store. 


"Bienvenue Messieurs, comment puis-je vous aider?" the sales clerk asked once Nick and Richie shook off the 


snow that clung to their coats and removed their caps. 
"Je suis intéressé par quelques bonnes bottes robustes. Bon pour marcher dans la neige ou dans des conditions 
humides." Nick wanted boots that would be good in various weather conditions. Of course these wouldn't be his 


stage wear. 


"Certainement monsieur, laissez-moi vous montrer ce que nous avons. Par ici s‘il-vous-plait." The salesman led 


them over to the area where a large selection of boots were on display. 


"Parlez vous anglais?" Nick asked. He was fluent, but he didn't think it fair to Richie to be speaking French if he 
didn't understand. 


"Mais certainement!" the young man said with a smile. "You are Americans, yes?" 

"We are. Quite the unexpected storm you have going," Richie said looking at some of the offerings. 

The young man looked curiously at Richie for a moment as he absently ran his hand through his dark hair. 
"Ah! You are Richie Sambora, no? From Bon Jovi?" 

Richie flashed a smile. "Yes, and this is Nick Eden" 

The young man turned out to be a fan of the band and was very helpful in getting Nick exactly what he was 
looking for. It was a short time later that the two men headed out into the storm again, this time to get 
something hot to drink. There was a coffee shop open just a block over. By the time they arrived, they were 


more than ready for something hot to take away the chill 


They took a seat at a small table by a charming four-pane beveled window on one side and a cozy fireplace 


just across from them. 


"So I've been wanting to talk with you since you dropped that bombshell on us in London," Richie said after 
they waitress brought them their coffee and soup they had ordered. 


"I figured you would," Nick said. "What did you want to know?" 

‘For starters, you weren't just a pilot for the Marines, were you?" 
"Rich, there are things | just can't tell you, you know that." 

"Oh come on man, you're not in the service anymore.” 


"True, but that doesn't mean that it's been declassified. I'd rather not spend the rest of my natural life in a 


federal military prison, thank you very much." 


Clearly Richie didn't like that answer, but it was the truth, and besides he wouldn't believe Nick even if he did 
tell him the full truth. 


"| will tell you this, you're right, | wasn't only a pilot. | lead a team that specialized in recon .. reconnaissance, 


gathering intel, that sort of thing. | really shouldn't even tell you that.” 
"Well | guess that will have to do. Now about Greta. When was the last time you tried to talk to her?" 


Nick looked down into his soup bowl and stirred the thick clam chowder to distribute the melting butter. "I've 
left her several messages over the last few days, and I've asked Sierra to tell her that | need to see her. 
Problem is she is moving back to Washington State next week and Sierra is meeting us in Geneva. Rich, | 


screwed this up bad, aye? | need to see her. This won't get fixed over the phone." 

Richie sat back in his seat, his features set in concentration "Do you want to quit?" he asked bluntly. 

Nick blinked in surprise. "The band? Nol Hell no! Rich, you know me. | would never leave the band in the lurch 
like that. As much as | want .. need Greta back in my life, | will honor my commitment to this band. My 
personal life has nothing to do with my job. Its really no different from life in the military." 

"And look how many marriages have been destroyed by this life style." 

"You and Jon are doing just fine," Nick said. Richie had been married for just over 2 years and Jon since ‘84. 
While at the same time, Tico's and David's marriages had ended. "Greta's never been one to demand an 8-5 job 


with weekends off and all that." 


"We have a month break before we head Down Under. That might be the time to set things right with her. 
Hell pal, bring her along for a while," Richie suggested. 


Eden nodded, "I've been thinking of that. | just want to have some steady groundwork laied out first, aye?" 


Richie nodded understanding. Then he switched topics. "Nick, | know Jon hasn't approached you yet, but we'd 
really like it if you'd consider coming on for the long term" 


‘|... l'm flattered," Nick began, unable to wrap his mind around this. "You know | love playing with Bon Jovi." 
Richie grinned. "I knew you would once you got back out on the road again. Music is in your blood, brother.” 


"That was never in question. | don't know if you can understand this, but flying and serving my country was, 


and still, is just as much a part of me as playing music. | had to serve." 


"| do understand. I'm just sorry that you had to go through some obviously pretty terrible things. This seems 
petty in comparison to the life and death situations I'm sure you have seen" Sambora wasn't so egotistical 
that he didn't understand and appreciate those that sacrifice their lives in order to enable him to do what he 


loved. "I don't know if I've ever said it, but thank you for your service." 
Nick was touched. "It was my honor. Thank *you* for this opportunity.” 


"I think we'd better get back," Richie said looking out at the deepening dusk. It was only 4 in the afternoon, but 


looked and felt much later. "We have some songs to work on" 


The two men shrugged on their coats, caps, and gloves and headed back out into the snow. The wind had eased 
off but the temperature felt like it had dropped and it was still snowing briskly. They made it back to their 
hotel and entered the lobby so covered with snow that they looked like snowmen, 


Richie turned to Nick and put a hand on the younger man's shoulder. "Go call her then we'll work on your 


song." 


Eden nodded. He watched Richie head toward the hotel bar while he opted to go up to his room and start 
trying to fix the mess he'd made out of his love life. 


Chapter |b - Well, That Was Unexpected! 


Bon Jovi was able to continue their tour playing their gigs in Le Havre and Calais before heading to Geneva. In 
Geneva Nick's long time friend and fellow ex-marine met up with the band where he'd continue on with them 


for the rest of the tour. 


Ken's big bright smile could be seen a mile away as he made his way past customs to where Nick stood 
waiting for him. The two men embraced heartily both talking excitedly after being apart for the last few 


months. 


"Hammer!" Ken said taking a look at his best friend. "Damn, you almost look like a rocker again!" Nick's hair had 


grown out a little from the strict military short cut he had sported. 
"Looks like you're getting a head start on it yourself there bubba," Nick teased ruffling his friend's spiky hair. 


They picked up Ken's luggage and then the pair took the tram to the parking lot where Nick had parked. He 
knew that Ken wouldn't want the limo ride for the short 2 miles to the hotel to meet up with the rest of the 
band, and Nick certainly didn't want to draw attention to himself by pulling up in a fancy limo. He'd rented a 


comfortable car and the two friends were able to talk. 
"Did you give Greta my message?" Nick asked not bothering to hide how anxious he was. 


"| did, but honestly Hammer, l'm not sure if she will try to get in touch with you. | assume that you haven't 
talked to her yet." 


"No. I've left her a couple messages." Then, "Kenny." Nick trailed off not really knowing what to ask. 


"I don't know Nick. She didn't slam the door in my face or anything. She looked like she did when we left for 
basic, but hurt at the same time. Don't stop trying to get her to talk to you, alright? And the moment you 


get more than a few days off, go see her. You're not going to solve this long distance." 
Nick nodded, "I know." 


They pulled into the hotel parking lot and let the valet park the car while they entered, got Ken registered and 
then went up to their floor. 


The band was happy to see Kenny again and soon they were all immersed in getting ready for one show after 
another. Bon Jovi had 20 dates in lb cities before they would take that month long break After that they 
would head to 0z and New Zealand, hitting cities in Asia for another four month leg. 


It was during their last show in Stockholm Sweden that Nick spotted something that made him absolutely 
furious. Over on the far right side of the stage several rows back were their two pilots. He didn't have a 


problem with the crew attending the shows, but he had a major problem with them drinking just hours before 
a scheduled take off! 


During Richie's solo, Nick had edged closer to the edge of the stage and while he looked like he was into the 
song, he was really studying the two pilots. He was disgusted to see that both pilot and co-pilot were rocking 
out while each holding a plastic cup full of beer. 


Well he would absolutely make sure that those two would never be the band's pilots. Safety in the air had 
always been top priority for him. 


Jon must have noticed Nick's expression so during Tico's drum solo, where the rest of the band went back 


stage to change their sweat soaked shirts and grab a drink, Jon motioned Eden over. 
"Nick? Something wrong?" the singer asked as he was being assisted into a clean shirt. 


"I just saw our two pilots each with a beer in both hands. They cannot be allowed to fly later," Nick said 
succinctly fury making his blue eyes blaze even as he practically tore off his soaked shirt and toweled off. Ken 


held out a clean blue button down shirt for him. 


Jon probably wouldn't recognize their pilots, but he did trust Nick. "We'll deal with it after the show," Jon said 
as his assistant finished drying his hair. His tech handed him his black guitar just as the stage lights went out 


for their re-entrance. 


The rest of the show was epic. The energy that flowed between the band and the fans was indescribable. They 
did two, three-song encores before they left the stage to be whisked to the airport. 


Nick stood with Ken and David as Jon spoke to the company that employed the two pilots. They had been fired 
as they were in no shape to fly. 


"Nick, can you fly us?" Jon asked once he got off the phone with the charter company. 


Eden met Kenny's eyes and nodded. "Ken and | would love to. You guys relax for a bit | want to make sure 
everything is good to go with the plane." Any good pilot knew as much as possible about the plane he was going 
to fly. He'd been a passenger over the last few months, so he was familiar with the sounds and feeling of the 


bird. 


The two former Marines went to check over the aircraft. Twenty minutes or so later the band boarded 

the private Boeing 107 and sat back to relax for the long flight to London where they would stay for a couple 
days for some post tour press, before heading back to Jersey. From there, the band would head their 
separate ways. Nick planned to continue on to Washington State to see about trying to fix things with Greta 


The private plane could seat 20 comfortably and had a bedroom in the back that Jon used. The off white 


interior was inviting and the large plush seats were a golden/beige leather. Each chair was by a window and a 


table could be set up between. They had a good menu of food available and the comfortable seats reclined for 
sleeping. 

The guys were exhausted and once in the air, the lights were dimmed and they fell asleep very quickly. 
During the three hour flight to London, Nick laid out his plans to Ken. "I think I'm going to have to just catch 
her at home and have it out once and for all, face to face and no distractions. I've left her the tour schedule 
and hotel information along the way, but, obviously, she hasn't decided to come. Hell Kenny, | know I've frakked 
up big time. But | have this feeling that eventually I'll get us back on track," Nick said with more confidence 
than he had in a long time. 


"That is probably the smartest thing to do pal," agreed Ken. 


Their conversation was interrupted as the tower came over their headsets. "Echo Tango Delta 599, this is 


Heathrow International. We have you on radar." 

"Tower, this is Echo Tango Delta 599. All systems are in the green and making good time." 

"Incoming weather report,” Ken said as the information came in. 

"Echo 599, be advised Heathrow automated airport information sierra, OIZ. Winds 280 at 10. Visibility 6 miles. 
Few clouds at 6,000 feet. Temperature |8c, dewpoint 10. Altimeter 29.90. Landing and departing runway 24. 
Taxiway sierra closed. Caution: birds near airport. Advise on initial contact you have information sierra 


"Echo, contact Heathrow approach on IIBI. Echo 599, good evening." 


Ken switched to the indicated channel to continue , "Heathrow approach, Echo Tango Delta 599, level fifteen 
thousand." 


"Echo 599, Heathrow approach, turn left heading three two zero, descend and maintain nine thousand. Left to 


three two zero, down to nine thousand." 

"Roger Tower." 

"Echo 599, turn right heading zero six zero, descend and maintain five thousand, slow to two two zero knots." 
"Wilco Tower," Nick said in acknowledgement of his instruction. 

"Echo 599, intercept the localizer runway two eight right, cleared ILS two eight right" 


"Tower, Echo 599 with you on the localizer two eight right. Cleared to land two eight right," Eden repeted. 


"Roger Tower cleared to land two eight right." 


Nick switched on the mic tot he main cabin. "Rise and shine sleepyheads, we're starting our descent into 


Heathrow International. Please fasten your seat belts until we're on the ground" 

Fifteen minutes later, the sleek private jet smoothly touched down and rolled to their assigned position 

Nick and Ken were checking off their post flight checklist when Jon's voice came behind Nick 

‘| must say that l'm impressed Nick" 

"Oh? With what?" Nick asked. 

"Getting us here and so smoothly. Even the landing was better than those other two we had." 

"Its what | do," Nick shrugged. "Aside from shredding a guitar," he amended grinning. 

"And a great job at both. Come on and let's head to the hotel. I'm bushed and you two must be even more so." 


Nick nodded and quickly finished up the post flight. After checking in with the office, the group piled into their 
cars for the drive to the hotel. 


Early the next morning Nick was sound asleep when his phone rang. Groggily he reached out to grab the noise 


maker and answered in a half sleepy-half grumpy tone. "Eden" 

"Nick? I'm sorry, did | wake you?" came a female voice. 

Instantly Nick was awake. "Greta?" He sat up in bed. 

"Yes, its me." Her voice was like rain to a man dying of thirst. "Nick, | .. | heard that you were going to be in 
London for a few days and | know | should have let you know, but .. after all of the messages that you left me 
and the note ..| .. | just had to come see you. I'm here in the lobby," she said her voice was soft and only the 
slightest bit hesitant. 

"You're here?" He couldn't believe it. "Down in the lobby?" He hopped out of bed intending to race right down 
until he realized that he wasn't exactly dressed. "Greta, give me a few minutes to get dressed. I'll be right 
down" 

"l'm sorry | woke you," she began. 


"Don't worry about that, I'll be right down" 


"I'll be here," she said. 


Nick grabbed a clean pair of jeans and the first tee shirt that came to hand, a dark green USMC tee shirt. He 
shoved his feet into socks and shoes, quickly drew a comb through his sleep mussed hair. He'd fix it properly 
later. He then grabbed his wallet, left his room, and hurried toward the elevator. 


Just as Nick walking toward the elevator, Jon came out of his room. 


"Morning Nick," the rocker said still looking a bit sleepy. He wore a short sleeved plain black tee shirt with 
camo printed pants and white running shoes. His shoulder length hair was haphazardly finger-combed back and 


he had dark glasses over his eyes. "Where are you off to in such a hurry?" 


"Greta's here," Nick said having a very difficult time trying to keep that smile off his face. "She hopped a plane 


to meet us here. She's downstairs now." 


Jon's eyebrow arched over the brown frames of his sunglasses. "Mind of | tag along? Just to say hello, | don't 


want to be a butt-in-ski after all." 
"Not at all," Nick said. The elevator doors opened and the two men entered. 


The doors opened and the two men entered the lobby. Nick stood still; his eyes drinking in the sight of the 
woman that has haunted him day and night since high school. That he loved her was obvious to anyone that 
saw the naked want and need in the sapphire depths of his eyes. Her hair was pulled back off her face and 
gathered in fat curls at the nape of her neck. She wore black jeans and a fur lined black knee length coat. Her 
face was in profile as she waited, the light from the large bank of windows illuminated her features and the 


weak ray of sunshine lit up her hair in a golden glow. 
Jon put a hand on his friend's shoulder and together, the men approached. 


"Greta," Nick's voice was soft and somewhat strained with emotion. He wanted so much to reach out and drag 


her into his arms and tell her that he was a million time a fool even to have thought about doing what he had. 


Jon stood back a little to watch the scene unfold before him. He and Richie had secretly arranged for Greta to 
be flown out so they could work out their issues sooner rather than later. He looked between the two 


seemingly frozen in place. 

"Well if you're not going to do more than stare at this lovely young lady, then | am going to hug her. Greta, 
you're even more stunning than you were ten years ago. It's good seeing you again" Jon hugged her and 
whispered in her ear, "He loves you, you know." 


"| know," she whispered back and then stepped back looking at Nick again "Nick," she said. 


"Damn sweetheart you are a sight for sore eyes," he finally found his voice and stepped up in the hopes that 
she'd allow him to hug her. 


She stepped into his embrace and it felt like he had come home. 

"We need to talk," her voice was muffled against his shirt. 

"I know." He held her tightly almost afraid to let her go in the event that this was just another dream. 

"Go on you two," Jon said rolling his eyes but smiling. "Do me a favor Greta and after you take this idiot to 
task, will you please forgive him so he can actually concentrate on his job? Four wrong notes last night." Jon 
mock sighed and shook his head. Of course he was kidding about that, but he hoped the lovers would get 
started on the road to happiness. "Besides, Dotty would love to see you again and you have yet to meet the 
kids." 

Greta nodded and said she'd love to see Dorothea again 


Jon kissed Greta cheek and headed out for his morning run. 


"| can't believe you're here," he said. He picked up her suitcase while she gathered her purse, briefcase, and a 
smaller bag and headed toward the elevators. 


"| can't believe it either," she admitted. 
"Greta." he started, but Greta interrupted, "Not here." 
He nodded and waited until they were back in his room. 


"Nick | have something to tell you," she said She walked over to the large window and looked out over the 


London view. It was a spectacular view, but her lovely eyes were suddenly swimming with tears. 
"What is it sweetheart?" he asked seeing her eyes welling. His heart slammed against his chest in fear that he 
wasn't going to like what she was about to say. It had been almost five months since that last disastrous 


encounter. 


"Nick ... l'm pregnant." 


Chapter [7 - This Is Love .. Right? 


Nick stared at Greta completely speechless for several long moments. Then he brought up a hand to rake his 


fingers through his hair and scrub over his face. 
"You're .. Pregnant?" Talk about dropping a bombshell. 


"Yes. | didn't come here to force you into anything, | just thought you deserved to know, to hear it from me in 
person instead of over the phone." Her hands were clenched tightly together obviously trying to keep herself 
Together emotionally. 


The first thing that came to mind was that she couldn't possibly be pregnant by him. Then he recalled their 
night of making love before that terrible fight. Nick's face blanched. That child was conceived out of spite and 
revenge on the surface. He looked at her closely. She was thinner than usual, but then she had always been on 


the thin side. He searched out her abdomen. Her hands lay protectively against a slight swell 

Holy frak he was going to be a father. 

The next thought that popped into his head was that this could very well be the means to tie her to him for 
the rest of their lives. He did love her; he had never stopped even when he believed that she had rejected him 


all those years ago. 


Nick came over to her and drew her gently into his arms holding her and resting his cheek against her hair. He 


felt her slight frame shudder as she fought to hold back her tears. 
"Don't worry sweetheart, we will get through this together, aye?" 


She let him hold her for a while longer before she took a deep breath and stepped back just out from his 


arms. 


"Aren't you going to deny that this child is yours? Or ask me how this could have happened? Aren't you going 
to accuse me of sleeping with another man just to foist his child on you? Aren't you going to accuse me of 


gold-digging now that you're in a famous rock band?" she asked tears swimming in her golden eyes. 

Nick shook his head. "I know that this child is mine. | have known you for so long Greta. | know that you would 
never sleep around. You never were impressed with wealth and status. | was and still am your one and only 
lover." 


"Can you say the same thing?" The words came out of her mouth before she realized what she'd said. 


Nick took one step closer. He stood just inches from her and he put a long slim finger under her chin so that 
their eyes met. 


"My word as an Eden, | have never slept with other woman Greta" Nick's word was sacred to him. 


The tears that filled her eyes slipped down her cheeks and she allowed herself to be enfolded in his embrace 
again. He believed her. And even after everything that had passed between them, she believed him too. 


"Come sit down sweetheart, you must be exhausted. Are you feeling okay?" 


She did sit down on the edge of his unmade bed gratefully. "I am tired, but at the same time | have more 
energy lately." 


"When did you find out?" 


"Only about six weeks ago. You know that I've never been regular especially when l'm stressed and after 
everything that happened on that last mission and then everyone getting reassigned, and you leaving to join the 
band .. well | just didn't pay attention. | finally went to the doctor when | couldn't seem to get enough sleep and 
got stomachaches every day at about the same time. | had no other symptoms except an aversion to the 
smell of meat cooking. | had them run the test three times, but they did an ultrasound, and I'm about lb weeks 


along." 
"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" 


"| needed time Nick. | needed to process what was going on | needed to search my feelings about you, about us. 
There has been a lot of hurt on both sides. | needed to determine my options. Now | need to know what your 
thoughts are." 


‘| want to marry you Greta Not only for the baby; I've wanted to marry you for the last twelve years. | 
want this child to have my name, to have parents that love each other. | want this child to know that he 
wasn't a mistake or conceived in anything but love. | do love you Greta, and | always have. | have done some 
incredibly stupid and hurtful things to you that | intend to spend the rest of my life making up for. Marry me 


sweetheart." 


"Nick, you can't possibly want to marry me now," she said turning away. "You're just restarting your career 


with the band. You aren't going to have time for a family." 


"Greta, | don't need this life. | do love being up on that stage singing and writing music, but my *life* is with 
youl Don't you see that? | am nothing without you. | don't sleep, | don't feel, | am empty. If you need me to 
quit the band, I'm out the door. | can find a job flying. We won't be hurting financially, so you don't have to 
worry about that" 


‘I'm not worried about money Nick" she said. "lm worried that you'll come to resent me for allowing you to 


quit something you love to do." 


"Greta, | already ." Nick started but Greta cut him off. 


"Nick, you do love to perform. You always have. You love being on that stage perhaps more than you love 


flying. | can't take that away from you." 


"Greta listen to me. Who says that | can't have a family and a music career? Look at Jon He and Dorothea are 
happily married and have a Stephanie and Jessie. Dave and April have twin girls, so it can be done. Even Richie 
and Heather are talking about having children And who says that I'll blame anyone if | decide to quit the band 


all together? You and this baby mean more to me than a music career.” 

"You say that now," Greta replied. 

"So why in the hell did you come here to tell me this?" he asked a bit sharply in exasperation "Is it that you 
still don't want to marry me? Is this payback for what | put you through? Greta, tell me what you want and 
lIl do whatever you want. | love you, | always have." 

"I know you do, but there is more to consider here, Nick. We can't just up and get married!" 

"Why the hell not?" he demanded. 


| won't marry you just because you feel guilty about getting me pregnant!" 


"What did | say a moment ago? | have wanted to marry you for the last 12 frakking years!" his voice began to 


rise. 
"You don't understand!" she hollered back. 


"| don't understand because you won't explain your reasons to mel This is starting to sound familiar," he 
ground out. 


"I am going to my room." She was frustrated, angry, and more than a little hurt that he didn't seem to get 

what she was trying to tell him. All she really wanted was for him to assure her that he'd be there for her 
not only when it was time for the baby to come but for the rest of their lives. She just didn't know how to 
tell him that. 


"Oh | don't think so sweetheart," he said stepping in front of her blocking the door. "We're going to talk about 
this." 


"Get out of my way Nick," she bit out. She was much more familiar with the anger. Deep down she was scared 


and when she was scared, she lashed out to those closest to her; namely Nick. 


"You seem to think that I'm omnipotent or something. While | appreciate your faith in my abilities, which you 
never appreciated in the field by the way, you're going to have to actually tell me what is going on in that 


estrogen controlled head of yours!" 


Greta's eyes widened in shock and she slapped him hard. She then shoved him out of the way, opened the door 
and stormed down the hallway to the elevator. 


‘Oh, that went well," came the amused voice of one Richie Sambora who stood in the doorway of his room 
observing. "Less than 30 minutes after she arrives, that has to be a record." 


"Frak off Rich!" Nick snapped angrily and slammed his door closed. 


Chapter IT - Full Circle 


She felt drained. After she fled from Nick's room, she went down to the lobby instead of finding her own room 
and headed straight to the Ladies room and spent a few minutes trying to keep herself together. Then she 
decided that a walk along the more scenic places around London would be in order. Her control didn't last much 
longer than getting behind the steel door of the cubicle. She sat down on the toilet seat and not even caring 
that someone might enter, she cried. Calling herself a fool didn't even begin to cover it. What was the saying? 
Doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different result was the definition of insanity? If so, 


she was definitely insane. 


Greta allowed herself to cry for several minutes before she got her see-saw emotions back under control. She 


washed her face with cold water and tidied her hair before going for that walk 


She didn't go far, just to the park that was a couple blocks away. The walk did much to calm her and realize 
that they both had terrible tempers and a clear communication problem. The one thing that had never changed 
between them was that they loved each other. 


Part of the problem was that she was scared of him hurting her again, of opening herself up fully to him and 
then have him resent her for taking him away from this new life he'd just rediscovered. She'd seen him in 
photos with the band and knew that he loved what he did on stage. He was as much a showman as Jon Bon 


Jovi was. 


The other problem was that she knew that he'd bend over backwards to the point of ruining his to ‘do the 
right thing’. She knew that he loved her as she loved him, that had never really been in question Nick was an 
honorable man and wouldn't let her go through this pregnancy alone nor would he allow his child be fatherless. 
But could she allow him that sacrifice? 


She knew that they needed to talk about this without the sizzling hot emotion The sun was high in the sky and 
she started to feel hungry. She made her way back to the hotel to get something to eat and hopefully come 
up with some sort of idea they could both live with. 


She took the elevator up to her floor and with her mind on the problem at hand, she didn't see Nick standing 
at her door. She stopped short upon seeing him leaning against the wall, hands in his pockets, watching her. She 


froze. 


"What the frak do you want?" she asked in a voice that didn't sound entirely her own. She winced, not the way 


to start this conversation. 


He reached out to grab the key card from her nerveless fingers. "I realized something," Nick said in a tone 
that was far different than the one he'd used since she'd reentered his life. "| realized, not for the first time, | 
might add, that | am a complete and utter idiot. In fact l'm sure every single word you have called me since 
the night we split up is more fitting for how I've treated you." 


He didn’t give her a chance to say anything. He opened the door and allowed her to precede him. 


"I know | have no right to hope that you might consider forgiving me. | don't deserve it, but | really wish you 
would. | am empty without you Greta | always have been. | want to be a father to our child. | want us to be .. 


us. 


Greta remained where she was, unable to move for a minute or two. Nick watched her from the doorway, 
Finally she gave herself a shake, strode up to him and snatched back the key card. "How awful for you," she 
retorted. She set down her purse on the low table and turned back to him, suddenly furious. That scared 
feeling was there again and she hated feeling scared and unsure so she retreated into more familiar territory; 


anger. 


"May | come in?" he asked even though he was mostly inside anyway. He was not going to leave until she 


either forgave him or made it absolutely clear that they were finished forever. 
"Why?" There was anger, wariness, and an almost tearful edge to her voice. 
| want to talk to you," he told her. 


"What's the point?" she asked, still with that same tone. Still, she stepped back, her hand clenched into her 
jacket. 


She hadn't demanded that he leave so he stepped inside and closed the door. 


"You aren't going to believe a word | say, but | have to try. When you came here today and said that you 


were pregnant, | was stunned" 


Greta gave a snort of disbelief and turned her back on him. She strode angrily further into the large room. 


"You humiliated me." 


He understood that she meant how he humiliated her before he left. She had come to his office just after 
he'd heard that his team was being dissolved, and he was being forced to retire. He'd been meeting with his 
team to tell them the news when she arrived intent on what she needed to say. She hadn't noticed the other 


members of his team until it was too late. 


"I didn't mean to Greta. | was trying to wrap my head around all of the changes going on. | had just learned 
that | was going to have to retire! Then you come barging in with a full head of steam and without a pause 
for a breath you tell me that you still love me. Tell me that you would have had the presence of mind under 


like circumstance to say something!" Nick's tone rose a bit. 


"Yes!" she cried. "I would have! And | gave you plenty of time to interrupt me, but instead you let me hang 


myself. It's like you enjoy watching me stumble over myself, practically throw myself at your feet over, and 


over, and over! Hell, I've become one of those women I've always said | can't stand - and | can't do it anymore!" 


"Okay | know | should have stopped you. I'm more kinds of a bloody fool for even letting you get away to begin 
with. | know | hurt you in more than one way. What | did to you is beyond abhorrent and | will never forgive 
myself for doing that to you. And yet, you still love me. | want badly to make it up to you. You can do 
whatever you want to me, Yell, scream, hit, | don't care. But know one thing. | love you Greta. Truly | never 


stopped loving you." 
Greta drew a sharp breath, her face paling. Then she pointed an angry finger at him. "Don't frakking lie to me." 


"For the first time in over eight years, | am being completely honest with you. You hurt me, yes and | wanted 
to hurt you back, but sweetheart, under it all, | loved you. How else could it hurt so badly that you rejected 


me?" Nick's tone wasn't accusatory. 


Oh, she wanted to believe him, she did. But she'd been fooled before, many times. "And I'm supposed to believe 


you? Now? When you've used me, twisted me in knots, ignored me, humiliated me-" 


Nick's hand swept through his hair, he knew that this was not going to be easy. "What can | do to prove it to 


you?" he asked her. | want to make up for every terrible word | said to you. Tell me Greta!" 


She swallowed hard and, not knowing how to answer that and wondering whether he even could prove it, she 


said, "Why does this matter now?" 


"| don't want to lose you. | almost lost you on that planet when we lost Hobie .. and | know that | would die if 
you were taken from me. Hell Greta | haven't been living since we broke up. | want us to be a family and it 
looks like we're getting that chance! Look sweetheart, you would be an idiot to trust me again. But | am asking 
that you do just that. Please Greta, | swear to you on my honor a that | will never give you cause to distrust 


me again." 
"Your honor? That's supposed to help me trust you?" 


Nick eyes narrowed, "Do you have any idea what that means Greta? There is nothing more important than my 


honor! You probably wouldn't understand that as you're not military. Its who | am!" 
"Yes, you Marines and your fabled ‘honor’," she replied, her voice dripping with disdain. 


"Fabled?" Nick asked her his temper rising as her questioning something held precious. "Fabled? I'll have you 


know that | take the Marine code of honor very seriously!" 


"Really? Where was this honor the last time you frakked me and then called me a whore?" she asked. "Where 
was your so-called honor when you abused whatever trust in you | had left? Honor. Don't make me frakking 


laugh!" 


He followed her out into the short hallway between the bedroom and the living room, "Alright! | get it. | didn't 
act honorably, but you hurt me Greta! | wanted to hurt you as deeply as you did mel" he shouted. "It was 


wrong, horribly wrong. I'm sorry, but | was hurting! 


"What the frak makes you think you hadn't already done that?" she cried. "No, you just wanted to stab the 
knife in deeper and then twist it! You couldn't have your way eight years ago so you've spent the last two-" 


"What | wanted? What about what we wanted? | loved you Gretal Why was it so repugnant for you to become 


my wife? To spend our lives loving each other? You have never once told me that!" 
"Because that's all you wanted me to bel Your wife - the wife of a Marine Corps officer. And now the wife of 
a rock star! Where was | in that, Nick? What did you see me doing, while you were on your carrier, or 


stationed overseas, gating off to planets and now being gone for months at a time on tours?" 


"Greta, | am not now nor have | ever expected you to stay at home and keep house! | knew you wanted to 


continue your studies! You really think I'm a frakking caveman or something?" 

‘Oh, sometimes you make me wonder! Just where was | supposed to ‘continue my studies’? I'd been telling you 
about the program at Brown for months! And your solution was ‘go to Berkeley’ - that was like telling you, oh, 
its okay, you don't need to fly, you can drive a tank in the Army.’ 

‘| realize that now Greta!" he hollered to be heard above her. "All you would have had to do is talk to mel 


"| was trying! All you heard was no! Then you walked out and you never even looked back!" 


"| did look back! | called when | got orders to ship out to Saudi, but you hung up on me! What was | supposed 
to do then Greta?" he demanded. 


"You never called mel" she flung back. 

"| did! | called you three days after | left when | received orders to ship out! You hung up on me!" 
Greta swallowed. "| never spoke to you," she insisted in a slightly quieter voice. 

"No, because you hung up!" he said again. 


"That's not even possible! Three days after you walked out, | was driving back to Ellensburg - and back then, | 


didn't even have a cell phone!" 
She saw Nick's face flush and his jaw clench. "Whoever it was you spoke to, Nicholas, it wasn't me." 


"You just didn't want to speak to me, to talk things out!" he hollered. While it was true he might have given up 
a bit too easily, he wasn't exactly in the best state of mind at the time. He had been a little more drunk than 


not for a few days after that. 
"Oh, and the day you decide to, | should have just been sitting around, waiting for your call, is that it?" 


Nick crossed his arms over his chest. "You didn't exactly rush to try and get hold of me either sweetheart! Is 


it any wonder | came to the conclusion that you never loved mel" 

"Your answering machine was full!" 

| was on my way to Saudi frakking Arabia!" 

"None of that changes anything that happened after we moved to Colorado," she said shortly. 
"No it doesn't," Nick sighed. "So tell me what you want me to do Greta!" 

"Why are you throwing this all on me?" 

"Why are you throwing it on me? I'm trying to get us past this!" 


"You're trying to get us past this? Really? I'm sorry, but | didn't see you humiliate yourself in front of the 


entire team that afternoon" 

"Is that what you want Greta? If that is going to be what it takes then fine, I'll get down on my frakking knees 
and beg your forgiveness! I'll announce it all over the bloody press that | frakked our relationship up!" Nick said 
getting in her face. 

"No, that's not what | want!" she cried, not giving an inch. 

"Then tell me what you want! l'm not a mind reader!" 


Greta wasn't quite sure what made her do it, but she suddenly gave him a hard shove. "That's what | want!" 


"You want a physical fight?" he asked as he stumbled back at her unexpected shove. "I don't hit women 


sweetheart, and certainly not pregnant women!" 
"Oh, don't be so frakking sexist," she retorted. 
"Sexist? Just because | refuse to mistreat you? Right then I'm sexist." He rolled his eyes. 


It was the eye roll that did it. Greta stepped forward and drove her right fist into his jaw. When he staggered 
back she followed it up with a left into his stomach. "You just try to mistreat me," she snapped. 


He wouldn't hit her, but he would stop her from kicking his ass. When she went to hit him again, he grabbed 


her arm and twisted it behind her back. "| can't abide hitting sweetheart,” he told her. 


"Fine, then | won't hit you," she snapped, abruptly turning and somehow managing to shift Nick's weight. Within 
seconds he was lying flat on his back on the floor. "Asshole." She stepped back to stand alongside the 
counter/breakfast bar that marked the end of the living room and the beginning of the kitchenette. 


The air left his lungs as she felled him. He gasped and looked up at her with a pained expression on his face. 
Then he got mad. 

He rose slowly with his dark blue eyes glittering with anger. 

"That is the last time you ever get one up one me sweetheart,” he told her slowly stalking her. 

Greta held her ground. "Like hell." 


"What are you going to do sweetheart? You can fool me once, but not twice," he closed the distance between 


them steadily. 
"Oh, don't underestimate me." 


"You continually underestimate me," he said coming to a stop just before her as she stood against the wall. He 
reached up and boxed her in with his hands planted on the wall by her head. He leaned in so that his lips were 


mere centimeters from hers. 


Greta raised her eyebrows at him, unimpressed. "Is this supposed to intimidate me or something?" she asked, 
watching him stand with his arms braced between the wall and the breakfast bar, so that she was effectively 
trapped with her small kitchen behind her. "Really?" 


"If | were trying to intimidate you my love, you would know it." 
Then he leaned in and captured her lips in a searing kiss. 


For a split second Greta almost let him continue the kiss. Then she came to her senses. She wasn't going to let 
him treat her that way again. Last time he'd kissed her like that it had ended with him calling her a whore and 
walking out on her the next morning. She stepped back and landed yet another blow to his jaw. Something 
seemed to flash across Nick's face then, a moment later he was lunging at her and Greta found herself in a 


full-on physical fight in that small kitchen 


He wouldn't hit her, he told himself but trying to capture her flailing arms and fists was just like trying to 
catch water through a strainer. Finally, he caught her about her waist and used his weight to lift her off the 
floor, carry her over to the sofa and pin her down by straddling her bucking hips. 


"Will you stop!" he demanded. "I don't want to hurt you Greta, but so help he if you hit me again | won't be 


held responsible for my actions!" 
He grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head to the cushion 


What Nick seemed to have forgotten, however, was that Greta held a black belt in judo and those skills had 
been enhanced by the advanced self-defense training she'd received at the SGC; she knew how to use her 
opponent's size against them. She appeared to calm for a few seconds, Nick eased his hold slightly. Then she 
moved again, pushing him away from her and shoving him hard off of her to land on his back into the low 


coffee table. "I'm not giving you an opportunity to hurt me again!" she cried. 

Nick's shoulder thudded against the table With an oof of pain, he was momentarily stunned. 

"| don't want to hurt youl" he panted. "| want you to listen to mel” 

"Why should |?" she demanded. "Give me just one good reason why | should" They sat there for a minute, 
staring at each other and trying to get their breaths back. "Just one reason, Nick, can you even do that?" 
She'd intended for that to come out more demanding and angry than it actually had. Instead she sounded 


almost like she was pleading with him. 


"You want a reason? The reason is that | love you! | never stopped! | can't breathe without you Gretal You 


have always been my life force!" Nick told her his right hand going to his opposite shoulder. 

"But you let me go," she protested, feeling her tears starting to return 

"And you let me go," he replied. 

She watched him for a moment or two; he seemed to realize that she wasn't going to launch herself at him 
again and he shifted to lean against the sofa instead of the table. He drew his knees up and resting his arms 
on them. "Tell me something," he said softly. "Why did you decide to come to me that day and announce you 
still loved me?" 

Greta blinked and shrugged. "I'd just quit the SGC," she said, as though that explained everything. Nick raised 


his eyebrows for more information. "| didn't want to leave without telling you. | wasn't expecting it to make any 


difference - you've made it more than clear what you thought of me. | don't want any more regrets though." 


She sighed and sniffed, then moved to sit next to him. She rested her head against his shoulder. 
He fingered his jaw, "Damn sweetheart where did you get an upper cut like that?" he asked. 
"Mad Dog," she sniffed, not looking at him. 


Figures." Mike Williams was one hell of a scrappy fighter. 


They were quiet for a while. Greta straightened her long legs and crossed her ankles. "I'm not sleeping with 


you," she announced. 


"I didn't think | asked you to," he told her. "Why did you quit? You're too good at what you do to languish in 


some class room somewhere. The Air Force valued you more than the Corps did me," he said bitterly. 
Greta looked down at her hands. "There comes a time when you realize that just because you love someone, it 
doesn't mean that they'll love you back. It wasn't healthy for me to be around you any longer and | was scared 


that one day l'd wake up and realize that I'd just let my life go by, hoping things had changed." 


Nick brought up his hands to rest on his bent knees. "I tried that, you know. | removed myself to Saudi and 
still | couldn't get you out of my head" 


Greta sniffed again and wiped one cheek with the back of her hand. 


"So... does this mean you're not going to throw me out after all?" he asked. Greta could tell he was trying to 


inject a little more humor into their conversation. 


She sniffed and looked at him finally, tears still shining in her eyes. "Since you're still sitting here, | guess the 


answer is no. At least, not yet. l'm too tired” 
"Well that is good, I'm too tired too," he confessed. 


Nick got to his feet rather slowly still fingering his sore shoulder and faced her. He put out his hand for her 
to take, "You should get up off that cold floor sweetheart" 


Greta looked warily first at Nick's proffered hand, then up at him. After a moment she placed her hand in his. 
He reached for her other one and helped her to her feet. 


She winced slightly and they both took a seat on the sofa "Are you okay love? | didn't want to hurt you." 
"lim fine, and .. thank you." She hadn't been thinking of her condition, but Nick had. 

"Are you hungry? We can order some room service," said Nick. "Chinese?" 

"Thai," she said. 

He picked up the phone and ordered from the on site Thai restaurant. 

They were quiet again; Greta wasn't entirely sure what to say now. 


"You have any beer?" he asked after a moment. 


She shrugged. "Might want to look in the insanely expensive mini bar." 
"lll cover it," he said opening the small fridge and pulled out a bottle of beer and a bottle of water for her. 
"Thanks," she murmured, twisting off the top. "| meant what | said, you know. About not sleeping with you." 


Nick took a sip of his beer and took a seat next to her. "Not that | blame you for it, but what might | ask are 


your reasons?" he asked her. 

Greta took a long drink of the cold water before meeting his blue eyes before replying. "I." She hesitated, 
wondering how to put her feelings into words. "We never talked .. before. | mean, think about it. Before we 
started dating, when we were friends, we talked - a lot. Afterward, whenever we saw each other, well." She 
shrugged. "I don't want that to get in the way, if we're going to try again" She paused once more. "Are we?" 


she asked, suddenly uncertain 


He reached out to take hold of her hand, "I would very much like to try again. And you're right, we've not 
seriously talked really after Aunt June's funeral. Everything seemed to get in the way." 


She covered his hand with hers. "So... Trying again - how do we do that?" she asked. "Without the past getting 


in the way?" 


| wish | knew sweetheart, can we forget the past? All of the ugliness we spewed to each other? You have 


every right to hate me for the rest of your life." 
"As do you," she replied quietly. 


"| shouldn't have assumed that you would want to marry me. | should have done so many things differently," 
he said softly with true regret in his voice. 


"Ditto," she murmured. 


He ran his hand through his dark hair trying to organize his thoughts. "I want to this .. us . to work out. | will 


accept anything .. any conditions you want." 


Greta rested her head on one hand and met Nick's eyes. He seemed sincere. Still, something about what he said 
bothered her. Finally, she shook her head and saw him frown. 


"What?" he asked. 


"| don't think it's about me setting conditions.. It's..." She paused looking for the right words. She shifted, turning 


to face him more on the couch. "I think it's about starting over. I've changed - so have you." 


"Aye, we have and | think you're right, we need to start fresh.” 


"Maybe... Maybe we should establish some ground rules?" 

He looked into her velvety brown eyes; eyes he could happily drown in. "What sort of ground rules?" 
"You know, things we agree to from the start, so we don't make the same mistakes again." 

A flicker of a smile hovered around Nick's lips. "I know what ground rules are, Greta" 


She rolled her eyes. "Smart ass." She thought for a second. "I guess ‘no sex' would be one ground rule. At least 


for a while. We need to get to know each other again" 
Nick blew out a breath, "Agreed although it isn't going to be easy," he said wryly. 
Now Greta's lips twitched. "What about you, do you have any ground rules?" 


He thought for a moment. "Aye. Open communication. Sweetheart, as you said we always talked about 
everything before, until we had 3,000 miles between us. When | went to Pensacola, we stopped talking. Oh we 
called each other all the time, but we never truly listened to each other. Maybe that is more my problem 
than yours, but | feel that we need to talk more. Does that make sense?" he asked giving her a sweet self- 


deprecating smile. 
She nodded. "I think that's a fair statement." 
He nodded. "Right then, your turn” 


Her eyebrows went up slightly and there was the barest hint of a smile around her lips. Then she drew a 
breath and let it out slowly. "Time outs?" she suggested. When he looked a little confused, she explained, "We 


always had - have - a habit of letting a disagreement escalate, you know?" 

He gave her a wide-eyed innocent look, "Who us? Surely you jest love," he then smiled. "Aye we do tend to let 
a row get out of control" He looked around them to the bit of a mess they had just made. Then he cocked his 
head slightly to the side, "Who is going to have the calmer head to declare your ‘time out?" 


Greta returned his smile. "Good point," she acknowledged. "I think the responsibility needs to rest with both of 


us?" 
And when one of us does, we need to agree - here and now - to respect the call," added Nick seriously. 
Greta nodded. 


"That said, | wholly believe that it can't be drawn out. My parents had one golden rule for everyone and that 


was never to let the sun set on our anger. They argued but the matter was resolved before they went to 


bed and never brought up again to be used against the other at a later date." It took a lot for Nick to use 
something that his father held sacred as an example in his own life. During the last ten years, his relationship 
with his father had gone from bad to worse. Not that that rule had extended to their current estrangement. 


"That seems like a good ground rule," agreed Greta. "I think that, maybe, when one of us does or says 
something the other disagrees with or doesn't like, that we don't sit on it. | know | do that," she admitted. "I did 


it a lot - especially after you moved to Pensacola. | just didn't want to rock the boat when it seemed as 
came out all at once." She dropped her eyes from his. 


"| should have told you sooner, not wait like | had. | was so damn excited to be going into fighter training that | 
didn't even think how it might affect you and our relationship. Then | thought that | could just hop a flight 
whenever | wanted. We both know how that turned out," he rolled his eyes at his own stupidity. 


"We both made mistakes," she said quietly. She watched Nick pick up his food again and she released his hand 
to do the same. "What about ... tonight's the last time we talk about that night?" she suggested. 


His intense blue eyes held her beautiful golden brown. "Agreed But there is one thing that | would like to say. | 
never, ever want anything like that to happen again We were too young then. | know that now. You had every 
right to want to follow your dreams before committing yourself to me, just like | wanted to follow mine and 


fly. Tell me, did you find your dream?" 
Greta tilted her head to one side. "I'm working on it" 

Nick gave her a gentle smile and nodded. "Good. Now any more ground rules?" 
Greta gave a half shrug. "You?" 


"I reckon that it goes along with the whole communication thing, but how about we discuss anything major with 


each other before we decide on it?" He rose to his feet and started to pace. 
She nodded. "While | agree with that in theory... Nick, | don't know that we're in that place yet" 


He stopped pacing after a moment and nodded. "I know, it just seems that things began to fall apart when | was 
stationed in Florida. What if .." He stopped knowing that he was borrowing trouble. "I've made a complete mess 
of my life since we broke up. What right have | to drag you into that mess? Now with the band on tour and 
you pregnant. He crossed to her and knelt on the floor at her side. "I'm selfish and | want you in my life. Lord 
Greta | don't even know how to fix this." 


"Neither of us do." She resisted the urge to touch his cheek. "And it's not your responsibility to fix it" Greta 
shook her head. "No, that's not what | mean." She pushed a stray curl off her face. "We're starting over. We're 
not talking about what came before. We're getting to know each other all over again, because we've changed, 
we both have, Nick. One of the things I've been battling over the last couple of years, since we both moved to 


the Springs, is reconciling the new you to the one | loved eight years ago. | haven't been able to figure out if 
I'm in love with you or the memory of you. Does that make sense? That's why we need to start over - and 


we need .. we need to accept the idea that maybe it won't work, however much | really want it To." 


He knew what she was saying and that was the right thing to do, but it also terrified him. What if she couldn't 
love the man he'd become? Eight years of bitterness and anger changed him. He wasn't trusting, he didn't 


socialize, he'd never had another steady relationship. 

Finally he nodded, "You're right, of course. We need to help each other." 

Greta watched as Nick pushed himself to his feet again and sat back down on the couch. Just then their food 
arrived. She watched him as he answered the door and brought in their meal. He paid the delivery person and 
set the meal out on the small dining table. She joined him and they picked at their food in silence for a time 
before Nick shoved back his mostly untouched plate. 

She looked at her half-eaten Thai food and sighed, and pushed it away as well. She stood and carried it to the 
fridge, then picked up several things they'd knocked to the floor - and she'd thrown at him - during their 
earlier fight. She set the few items on the table and sighed again. She was exhausted and wanted to sleep, but 
at the same time, she didn't want Nick to leave. 

"| should go," he said coming into the kitchen and setting his own half eaten food in the fridge. 

Greta hesitated, torn. "You could stay," she said softly. 

Nick blinked, "But you just said ..” 

"I know," she said, a little too quickly. "And that's not what I'm suggesting.” 

"What are you suggesting sweetheart?" he asked. 

The couch folds out." 

He looked at her small couch and gave her a dubious look. "You think | can fit on that thing?" 

"| just said it folds out," she said. 

"l'm sure the bed's more comfortable." 


"No doubt." 


"Greta, as much as | would love .. dearly love to stay with you, if | do, | know that it'll test that lovely ground 


rule, aye? 


She sighed and nodded. 

"| would like to see you tomorrow though. | think there are a lot more things we need to talk about, aye?" 
"There are," she agreed. "What is your schedule tomorrow?" 

Nick took out his Blackberry to check his schedule. "We're free until about 1500. Then we have a radio 
interview. After that we were all going to go to dinner to celebrate the success of the tour. Come with me 
sweetheart. The guys would love to see you again." 


"I will think about it, okay? | think we need to take this slowly.’ 


Nick nodded and took a step closer. With his finger he tucked a curl behind her ear. "As much as | would love 
to just hold you tonight, | don't think that would be wise." 


She met and held his eyes. "That's probably a good idea," she admitted. 
"What time do you want me tomorrow?" he asked. 
Greta's first thought was ‘now’. She swallowed and replied, "Breakfast?" 


"You got it love," he said as he pulled her into his arms and gave her a sizzling kiss. before he reluctantly let 


her go. "Good night sweetheart," he said looking at her with his heated blue gaze. 


"Night, Nick," she replied softly as he left her alone. 


Chapter 19 - f That Is What It Takes 


The next morning found Nick, Jon, and Richie out for a run. It had been something that they did every morning. 
Nick was a fitness nut and would be a gym rat if he stayed in one place long enough. He'd spend hours at the 
gym on base maintaining the level of fitness he expected of himself as a marine; and while he was no long in 
service to his country, the demands of life on the road with a rock band was just as intense and the best way 
to ensure that he performed at peak levels was to take care of his body. Nick learned that a long time ago. 
Jon and the other guys liked to keep in shape as well, but were a litle less religious about it. Nick also 
employed several kinds of martial arts practices that he'd learned over the years including a few he'd learned 
in his galactic meanderings. He'd taught Jon a couple of those methods without saying exactly where he'd 
picked them up. Most all of the forms he'd learned had their roots in Asian and European cultures so it wasn't 


hard to incorporate into more traditional methods. 


This morning the trio set out just after dawn. It was a cold clear morning that promised to be a glorious day, 
something of a rarity in London for this time of the year. The men were dressed in typical workout gear, Nick 
wore black sweatpants with MARINE stenciled down one leg, black running shoes, a grey Marine tank top under 
a black zippered Dri-Fit jacket. Jon's gear was black and blue, while Richie opted for red and gray. 


"So, | take it that things are better with you and Greta?" Jon asked once they were out of the hotel and away 
from traffic. 


"More or less," Nick replied. "We still have a lot to talk about and decisions to make, but | think we're on the 


road." 


"You guys got a little .. uh .. loud there for a while," Richie said barely holding in a grin. "What was that thud | 


heard anyway?" 
Eden threw a sour look at his fellow guitarist. "Nothing." 
"Sounded like something hit the wall .. or someone." 


Nick suddenly stopped and glared at Richie. "Are you saying that | would intentionally harm the mother of my 


child? | would never in a million years think to hit a woman .. ever!" 


"Whoa buddy, | didn't mean that!" Richie said holding both his hands up and taking a step back. Never had he 
seen Nick react quite like that. He was only joking with him. "Wait, did you say mother of your child?" 


"| did," Eden said consciously relaxing his cocked fist. "Damn Rich, | almost flattened you! What the hell are you 
thinking?" Nick ran his hands through his hair. He braced his hands on his knees breathing heavily from the 


surge of adrenaline. 


"Greta's *pregnant*?" he asked not quite getting his brain wrapped around the fact. "How?" He waved off 


Nick's obvious eye-roll. "Okay | know *how%, but .. when??" 

"Before | left obviously," Eden said dryly. "She's about four months along.” 

"So, yeah just before he left to join us," Jon put in. For a moment he thought he was going to have to step 
between his two guitarists. "By the way, you're not going to leave the band." It was a statement, not a 
question. 

Eden blinked, "I'm not?" 

"No," Both Richie and Jon said in unison. 

"But." 

"We said no, Nick Look we both get it. Greta isn't going to want for anything, okay? We're off for the next 
couple months. Take the time to get things settled between you. We're finalizing the next leg of the tour which 
will be in the US and Canada. We are on the road through the summer and we'll have you back home by the 
end of September." 

"When is her due date" Richie asked. 

"| don't know, we didn't get that far before we veered off into other areas." Nick ran his hand through his 
hair, a sure sign he was either frustrated or at loose ends on how to proceed. "Jon, Rich, | am honored that 
you want me, but you do know that if Greta needs me to be at home with her, | will." 


"OF course, just know that we need you as well," Jon stated. 


The trio resumed their run silently as they were all absorbed in their own thoughts. Once they returned to 
their hotel, Nick left to shower and dress before he called Greta to see if she was awake. 


"Good morning sweetheart," Nick said with a smile in his voice. "Did | wake you?" 


Greta had been awake for almost an hour before he called and was about to go in search of food when he 


finally called. She knew that he usually ran first thing in the morning. 
‘| was actually about to find food," she replied 


"IIl go down with you," he said as he grabbed his wallet and headed out the door. A moment later he was 


knocking on her door. 
Greta smiled a little tentatively when she opened the door. "Good morning," she said. 


"Hullo sweetheart," he said as he leaned in for a kiss. 


lm famished," she stated. She stepped into the hallway instead of inviting him inside. She knew that they would 
get distracted if he stayed. If she didn't get something to eat soon, then her day would not go well. 


They were mostly silent heading to the hotel's buffet and they were soon eating. 

"So, how are your parents?" he asked as he took a forkful of fluffy eggs and speared a chunk of sausage. 
"Good... Dad's getting ready to retire next year." 

Nick's eyebrow rose, "Already? it doesn't seem possible.’ 

"Well, he's taking early retirement. | think he plans to do some substitute teaching." 


"Send them my regards next time you talk to them," he said gazing into her eyes. Then, "Ah love, | couldn't 
keep you out of my mind all night," he said gently stroking the back of her hand that rested on the table. 


"No?" she asked, one eyebrow arched over her beautiful golden eyes. 


Nick caught that look and knew that this probably wasn't the best place to talk intimately so he switched 
topics. "Right then. So he's retiring. Do they have any plans aside from subbing?" 


"Actually yes, they have always wanted to have a little extra income so they are looking into opening a small 
Bed and Breakfast. Now that Hugh and Melanie are married and out of the house, they have all those rooms 
available." 


"Both of your siblings got married? When did this happen?" Nick asked. 


"Hugh married Grace Ekhart, almost three years ago. They are expecting their first baby in August. Melanie 
met a guy on her trip to Alaska last year. They got married just after you left to rejoin the band" 


Nick ran a hand through his hair. "Wow, | can't believe it. | remember when your little brother was forever 


following us around and you getting annoyed with him," he chuckled at the memory. 
"What about your family?" she asked wondering if things had improved between Nick and his father. 


Nick stiffened slightly before he forced himself to relax. "Mum and Suse are good. Suse has a psyche practice 
The Springs. She's doing very well" he smiled talking about his baby sister. 


| didn't realize that," said Greta, a little surprised. 


He spoke more of his sister but it was noticeable that he didn't talk about his brothers or his father. 


"What about your brothers? | always liked TJ and Jon" 
"I reckon they are fine," Nick said shortly. Mum would say something if they weren't” 


Greta paused in the act of sipping her water. She set down the glass, her eyebrows raised. "You reckon they're 


fine? You haven't spoken to them?" 
Nick shook his head, "No." 
"Umm... Why?" 


"IFs a long story," Nick said. "We haven't spoken for over two years" He moved the remaining food around on 


his plate, his stomach always clenched when thinking about his brothers and father. 


Greta was quiet for a minute or two and they both continued to eat. "You know, | have time if you want to tell 


me. 
"Greta love, | think we need to talk about us. Don't you?" he asked wanting to change the subject. 

"This is talking about us. It's filling in eight years worth of gaps." 

Nick nodded and took hold of her hand across the table, "As | said it's a long story. But the short of it is that 
we've had a bit of a falling out. Father and TJ have been on my arse to fly for E$A. They can't understand 
why | wanted to continue with the Marines. Jon decided to try and force the issue." 

At Greta's raised eyebrow, Nick continued, "He called Grandfather. 

Greta winced. "That old-" 

"Yes." Nick sighed. "Funny thing is the old man threatened to disinherit me. | told him | didn't want his damn 
money to begin with so you know what he did instead? He pulled some strings and tried to get me deported 
back to England! Damn near succeeded too." 

"But you're a US. citizen You were born there. You don't even hold British citizenship... Do you?" 

“Actually | do have a dual citizenship. Something Grandfather insisted on when | was a kid." 

"Nice of him." She paused. "You know you can renounce it, right?" 


"Yeah, | did already. Hence the .. not speaking thing.’ 


"And your father was okay with that whole thing?" She asked. 


"Yeah, he said he could stop Grandfather if | came to work for E¢A. Can you believe my own father was 
trying to blackmail me?" he asked her getting angry about it all over again. "That was almost two years ago. 
Then when the program shut down, he was far too gleeful that | didn't have any more excuses not to work 
for the company. Luckily that is when Jon got hold of me and asked me to come tour with them." 


"So this is all out of rebellion?" Greta asked. 


Nick shook his head. "Not in the least. | had been thinking of putting a band together with Kenny and Jess. You 


remember how good of a drummer he is?" 


‘| seem to have heard something about it, but it wasn't anything | really paid attention to. What did you father 
say about that?" 


"He said that | was wasting my time and youth perusing a lost and dead dream and that | should grow up, and 


be glad that he still wanted me at EA. | told him what | thought of that." 


Geta sat back in her chair and lifted her water. "I'm sorry, Nick. | always liked your family, | thought they'd 
support your decision more. It's not like you've ever expressed any desire to be part of the family business, 


unlike TJ and Jon." 


"Exactly. Father thought the military too dangerous so he decided that | needed to work ‘where | belong’. Can 
you believe it? Lord it just frosts me to even think about it” 


"Well, | think you made the right call," said Greta quietly. "You would have been bored stiff working at E€A." 


He chuckled humorlessly, "So | kept telling them." Nick took a deep breath and pushed back his plate. He'd quite 
lost his appetite. "I just wish they could see that | need to make my own way. They have no problem allowing 
Suanne to follow her dream, but when it comes to me, | get the hassle." He frowned at how much he sounded 


like a petulant child 


Greta shoved her plate away. "Are you finished? We could go back upstairs and talk more," she suggested 
knowing that her innocent inquiry had soured Nick's mood. 


"Sure," he said wiping his lips and then tossing down the linen napkin. He guided Greta from the restaurant, paid 


the bill, and then they headed up to his suite. 
"Nick, l'm sorry | mentioned your father.. but don't completely alienate yourself from your family." 


‘I'm working on it sweetheart, but they have to realize I'm not some penniless loser that wants nothing more 
than sponge off of someone. | was a damn good fighter pilot and officer, and | am a damn good guitarist. | have 
more than enough money put away for us to live off of comfortably even if | don't work ever again. | happen 
to love playing and making music as much as | loved flying for the Corps. | could forgive a lot from my father, 
but being blackmailed? No frakking way can | forgive that without him apologizing and explaining his obviously 


faulty reasoning! Grandfather, | understand, more or less. He is just plain mean, selfish, sanctimonious." Greta 


cut him off. 
"Nick," she said laying a hand on his arm. 


"Right, sorry." They arrived at his suite and he held the door open for her to precede him into the spacious 
room. Nick was usually very neat and tidy, this morning being a bit out of the ordinary. He had his guitars 
scattered throughout the room, sheets of paper lying on various surfaces and on the large table in what 
would be a dining room, he had another guitar resting on blocks and several packages of guitar strings, tools, 
and cables lying nearby. 


Greta smiled as she saw the work in progress, "You must have been bored if you're restringing all of your 
guitars." 


Nick smiled and came up behind her to wrap his arms about her. "Not really bored per se, just a lot on my 
mind. Besides this little jewel here has been giving me some problems. | was going to break it down and see if 
there is a short somewhere." 

"Don't you have a tech person to do that?" she asked. 

"I do, but he has enough to do with Richie's gear. Besides, | like to take care of my own instruments. His head 
lightly skimmed over the shining black surface and the silver filigree pick guard. "| had this one made to match 
the one that Richie plays on certain songs, but it reminds me of you," he said softly lifting the unstrung 
electric guitar off the blocks and turning it over to show her the back of the neck. There at the base of the 
neck was an etching of a tiny hummingbird and a rose trimmed in silver. 

"Do you remember that necklace | gave you the summer we went out on the road with the guys? 

She smiled and sat down on the sofa. "I do. | still have it," she said softly. 

"Just before | rejoined Bon Jovi, | had this made. I've always loved Richie's and well | wanted to have you near 
me, so | had this etched, see, it's not just painted" He handed her the guitar. "l play it on "Born To Be My 
Baby" and three of the ballads. "Bed of Roses", "Always", and "Never Say Good Bye"." 


Nick knew how she felt about "Bed of Roses", it had been her favorite song for a s long as she could 
remember. She could feel tears stinging her eyes as she carefully handed Nick back his prized guitar. 


"|. | don't know what to say," she whispered turning her face away so he wouldn't see her tears. 


"Sweetheart? What is it? | didn’t mean to make you cry," he said placing the instrument down and kneeling 


before her. 


|... | just .. Nick, | want us to work. The truth is, I've not been able to get you out of my mind, no matter how 


hard | tried. We weren't ready for this eight years ago, but now .. | never stopped loving you." 


"| never stopped loving you either sweetheart," he replied in an emotion choked voice. He stood and walked 
over to the bedroom where his luggage was sitting at the foot of the bed He rummaged around for a few 
moments and found the items he was looking for. He returned to her and sat beside her on the sofa. First he 
handed her a flat 8" x 10" envelope. 


"What's this?" she asked wiping away her tears. 


"This was something that | wrote one night when we were stuck in Paris during that snow storm. | needed to 
put down my feelings on paper. Richie saw it and put it to music, but | wanted you to have the original and to 
know that every time we play it, it's from my heart to yours.” 


She opened the envelope and pulled out the single sheet of paper. Written in Nick's beautiful handwriting were 
the lyrics he'd been working on. 


| played the part of a broken heart upon a shelf 

| played that part so lonely and so well 

Thought that love belonged to someone else not me and you 
Yeah, | know that you've been shattered , you been bruised 
We both know what it feels lke when you lose 

But Id bet my life on the roll of the dice for you 

F thats what it takes, thats what ld do 

Tonight's the night, Im gonna prove it to you 

Do | have to break down, baby just to break through 

F thats what it takes, thats what ld do 

F that's what it takes 

| bet you counted all the tears | bet you've cried 

| bet you swore youd never let love back inside 

Cause it hurt you way too bad to say good-bye 

Now, there'll be times when | might put us to the test 

And its hard for broken hearts to just forget 

But Im driving blind, Hil lay it all on the lne for you 

F that's what it takes, that's what ld do 

Tonite 's the night, Im gonna prove it fo you 

Do | have fo break down, baby just to break through 

F that's what it takes, that's what Id do 

F that's what it takes 

so, when you feel like jumping, 

Just when your heart starts pumping 

When you're standing out on that ledge-staring over the edge 
Ml be there fo talk you down, HI be there before you hit the ground 
F that's what it takes, thats what ld do 


Tonight's the night, Im gonna prove it fo you 

Do | have to break down, baby just fo break through 

ff thats what it takes, thats what ld do 

F thats what it takes 

F thats what it takes, thats what ld do 

If we take the time fo do it right, | know we'll pull through 
F it took all my hife, Id prove it to you 

F thats what it takes, thats what ld do. 


She read the words and the tears started all over again. 


"Nick, this is beautiful," she whispered. She read the meaning behind the words and her heart melted further 


for this man. 


"This comes from my heart Greta. | am a complete mess without you. I've done incredibly stupid and hurtful 
things to you. | have no right asking you to forgive me, but | hope you can for I'm nothing without you by my 
side. | haven't been whole in eight long, dark years." He then handed her the other object in his hand. A small 
black box. He opened it and held it out to her. 


"Greta Marie Simons, | know that | am not worthy of your trust and love, but please allow me to show you 
that you will always be the only woman for me. Let me prove to you that we are meant to be together. | love 
you more than | ever thought | could | want us to be true and equal partners from now on. | want our 
children to have a loving home and | want nothing more than to grown old loving you. Please will you marry 


me? You don't even have to take my name." 


He laid it all on the line again. If she rejected him, it would destroy him, but he would spend the rest of his life 
trying to win back her love and trust. 


Note: The lyrics to the song belong to Richard Sambora and Jon Bon Jovi 


Chapter 20 - Bed Of Roses 


Bed of Roses 


Greta didn't know why she was surprised that Nick was asking to marry her again and with a ring in hand. It 
was a different ring than the last time, this one was a flawless one carat, Princess-cut diamond set into a 
platinum band. Along either side of the stunning center stone, a row of diamonds channel set into the metal. 
The stones were all of the best color and quality set into a fairly simple setting for Nick knew that Greta liked 
the understated yet elegant. 


"Sweetheart, | swear to you that | will love you until | draw my last breath here on this earth and that love 
will continue throughout all eternity," Nick said with sincerity and love shining in his blue eyes. 


She didn't answer him right away, not because she had doubts or reservations, it was because she was so 
stunned that he'd obviously not made this decision on the spur of the moment. The song alone convinced her 


that they belonged together. 


She looked up at him with tears of happiness swimming in her golden eyes. Emotion clogged her throat so she 
gave him a brilliant smile and nodded throwing her arms around his neck and hugging him tightly. 


"Of course | will marry you," she whispered. "I love you Nick, more than | ever thought | could." 
They stood hugging, laughing, and crying for sometime before Nick took the ring from the box and placed it on 
her finger. He held her hand and gently kissed her again. "You have made me very happy sweetheart and | 


swear to you that you will not regret this." 


Just then, there was a knock on the door and before either of them could even think to answer, the door 


opened and the entire band came in congratulating them. 
Greta was swallowed up in Jon's embrace. "We are thrilled Greta," he said 


Then Richie gave her a bear hug and kissed her soundly on the lips. Hugh was next in line giving her a much 
gentler hug. "It's not a bad thing to have waited until you're really ready," he said. 


"What the hell are you guys doing, eavesdropping?" Nick asked as Tico pumped his hand in congratulations while 
Dave handed him a glass of champagne. He then handed a glass of sparkling apple juice to Greta with a knowing 
grin. "A toast to the happy couple!" 


"Hear, hear!" The men chorused. 


"Of course we were eavesdropping,” Jon said unrepentantly. "And it's about time!" 


Since it was their last day in London before they went their separate ways for the next month, the 
celebration was short but no less appreciated. Nick was once again the same young man with the sparkling 


eyes and ready smile. Gone was the hollow-eyed cyrical man that yearned for his lost love. 


The band went back to New Jersey, while Nick, Greta, and Ken headed out to Washington State. Ken to see 
Greta's roommate (who also had served at the SGC), Robin Marshall, whom he'd been dating for the last year. 


There were more things to be settled between Nick and Greta. They were settled in Greta's new apartment 
relaxing after breakfast. They had both been far too tired to talk the night before when they arrived and had 
gone right to bed. 


The next morning after Nick made her breakfast, Nick sat on her new sofa with her leaning against him, her 
feet stretched out on the couch. "Well sweetheart, | think that there are some decisions that need to be made. 


First of all, where to live, when to set the date for the wedding, among others." 


She nodded, "Nick, | don't want you to quit the band" She cuddled into his embrace and kissed his arm. "That 


said, | also don't want you to be inaccessible when the baby comes either.’ 


"lve been thinking about that sweetheart and | know that traveling isn't easy, but why don't you come on the 
road at least until you're closer. Since you said that you are due at the end of September, that is perfect. The 
last date is September 20th and it's in Denver. You won't be alone that way and honestly | don't know if | could 
stand to be without you, missing all of the changes. Jon said that Dotty was on the road with them during 
both pregnancies and they bring the kids with them during the summer." 


"I think | would like that at least until its closer to the due date," she agreed. "Where do you want to live?" she 
asked. 


Nick puffed his cheeks and blew out air, "You know, | have no idea | loved Colorado, but with the band based 


out of New Jersey.. | just really don't know. Its been a long time since I've had a stable home." 
"Most of the guys are still in Colorado, aren't they?" Greta asked referring to Nick's former team. 


"Yeah. Ice is going to medical school and working at the Academy Hospital, Dig wanted to stay near Masterson 
so he's going to the University of Colorado to finish his degree, and Mad Dog is opening a landscaping business. 
| hear he and Laura Carelli are dating," Nick said smiling fondly. He and Loura dated for a brief time when Nick 
first arrived in The Springs, but they didn’t really spark as Nick was already in love with Greta. The remained 
very good friends. 


"Nick, do you want to go back to The Springs? | know you loved it there, it's close to where Suanne has her 
practice, our friends are there, and honestly, | loved it there as well. | only moved back home to escape 


memories of you," she admitted softly. 


He hugged her and kissed the top of her head. "I did the same, | ran away to the band. Oh my darling, why did 


we waste so much time fighting?" he asked wistfully. 


"We were too young," she replied "We both had things we needed to do before committing ourselves to each 
other, and we both have the tenancy of jumping to conclusions; which we both did.” 


"Aye and on top of our terrible tempers. This poor kid hasn't a chance in that regard," Nick chuckled laying a 
hand on her belly. 


Suddenly there was a small but distinctive movement under his hand. "He moved!" Nick exclaimed. 
Greta chuckled and placed his hand over to the side. A few moments later there was a kick. 
"That is amazing!" Nick features were alight with wonder. "He's got a good strong kick!" 

"You know, it might be a girl" 

"And I'll be just as happy if it is." Nick leaned down to give her a long sweet kiss. 

Nick," Greta said after a few moments. "I would like to get married before you go back out" 


Nick sat up and turned to face her. "Sweetheart, | would marry you right this moment, but | also want to give 


you the wedding you have dreamed of." 


She smiled and placed her hand on his cheek. "As sweet as that is, | have never dreamed of a big wedding. 
What | really want it for our friends and family to be there, but mostly, | just want to marry you. Nothing 


else really matters.” 

"The closest friends | have are the band, Kenny, and the team." Nick didn't mention his family. 

"Nick, what about your family?" she asked softly. 

"Mum and Suanne." 

Greta turned to face him but Nick rose and began to pace. "Nick, not inviting your father and brothers wil 
only serve to drive the wedge deeper between you. You saw how well that worked for us," she reminded him. 
"This might be the first step to that apology and do you really want o go on being so angry with your 
father?" 

Nick ran his hand through his hair and shook his head. "No," he admitted. "It just hurt to have him want to 


force me to do what he wanted. But now he really has no part in our decisions. We won't be hurting financially 


even if | never work again. | put away most of my earnings from the tour and since I've never really had a 


great deal of expense while with the Corps, most of that money is invested and had grown more that | ever 
imagined. Plus there is the trust fund my grandmother Ashby set up for us kids when we were children. We 
could live off of that alone and be comfortable." he paced back and forth for a few more moments before he 


nodded. "You're right, we can see if we can bury the past for the promise of a new and better future." 
Greta smiled, rose and hugged him. "All| ask is that we try." 


"I think we should have firm plans in place before we call the parents. Knowing my mother, if we don't have 


everything locked down, she'll take over the whole wedding." 
Greta laughed and agreed. 


They spend the next week securing the date, venue, flowers, and cake before they let their parents know of 
their plans. First they visited Greta's parents, Brian and Maria Simons, were thrilled about not only the wedding 
but the fact that they would soon be grandparents. Of course they would have preferred the wedding before 
the pregnancy, but seeing both Nick and Greta so happy finally, they were only too glad to give their blessing. 


Then it was off to Georgia to let Anthony Sr. and Regina Eden know of their youngest son's engagement and 
pending fatherhood. 


It was a strained meeting. Nick held himself stiffly waiting at the front door of the large estate until his 


father answered. 


"Nicholas," Anthony Eden said coolly. Then his eyes slipped to Greta and his tone softened. "Greta, it's good to 


see you agai n" 


"Nicholas! Greta!" exclaimed Regina as she smoothly slid past her husband and brought Nick and Greta inside. 
"Is Kendal with you?" she asked looking for her ‘other sor. 


"No Mum, he had some things to take care of but he sends his love." 


"Gracious Anthony let the children in out of this heat! Regina pulled them into the foyer, leading the way to 
their large family room, which they had always refereed to as the Great Room. It was blissfully cool inside as 
everyone took a seat. On the coffee table sat a plate of cookies and tall pitcher of freshly brewed iced tea as 


well as a pitcher of ice cold lemonade. 


Normally, Nick would have dove into the cookies as the cook, Rosa, was simply the best cook ever and he loved 
her cookies, but this time, his guts were so twisted with nerves and not a little anger, there was no way he 


could even think about food. 


"Mum, Dad, before we go any further, | want you both to know that | do love you very much," Nick said 


si ncerely. 


Tony looked down at his hands looking ashamed. Regina took hold of his hand and looked at her youngest son. 
"We love you too darling and we are both so very sorry that we hurt you." Regina gave her husband a look 
that Nick knew meant they had had words and she expected him to apologize to their son 


"Aye," Tony said. "Son, | never meant to threaten you. | have no excuse except that | wanted you to be safe 


and near by. I've kicked myself a thousand times since then" 


Nick took a deep breath and thought about what he wanted to say. "I appreciate that Dad, but you and TJ 
have to realize that | am more than happy doing what | am doing. | loved the military and | love being in the 
band. This isn't just a pipe dream Dad, | make a very good living, more than | would make working for E$A. | 


love playing with Bon Jovi and | have been told in no uncertain terms that quitting is not an option 


Tony looked at his son for a long moment and finally nodded. "I never thought that this music thing would be 
more than just a hobby for you, and | thought that you entered the military just to keep from being your 
grandfather's heir, but | see now that you really did love what you did then and now. Nicholas, please forgive a 


stubborn old man for trying to force you into something you never wanted" 

"Done," Nick said. "All | ever needed from you and Mum was your love and support. You taught us to make our 
own way in life, | am doing that Dad." Nick squeezed Greta's hand before he rose and paced. He thought better 
moving. "There is something else | need to tell you. As you can see Greta and | have gotten back together and | 
have asked her to be my wife." 


"Oh that is wonderful darling!" Regina cried happily. 


Before his mother could start planning the wedding of the century, Nick made sure to inform them that all of 
the arrangements have been made and they were invited to the ceremony in Colorado Springs. 


"Mum, Dad we have decided to live in The Springs. We both love it there, most of our friends are still there, 


and we found a house we love. Also there is something else you need to know. Greta is pregnant. She is due 


the end of September." 
Tony and Regina were stunned into momentary silence trying to digest the overload of information 


"Pregnant?" Regina said a little faintly. Then she gave Greta a warm smile. "Darling Greta, that is wonderful 


news. 
Nick and Greta spent a few days visiting before they headed to Colorado to oversee the wedding preperations. 


FKE 


The 25th of May dawned bright and clear. The wedding was a simple yet elegant affair with only about twenty 
of the couple's closest friends and family. 


Greta was stunning in a ivory floor length chiffon gown that sported a lace sweetheart neckline, cap sleeves, a 
keyhole lace up back, and the Empire waist hid the slight swell of her belly. Her golden hair was done up in a 
soft bun at the base of her neck with wispy curls framing her face and decorated with a spray of pearls, 
ivory roses, and baby's breath. She wore the diamond and sapphire pendant that Nick had given her all those 
years ago with matching earrings and bracelet he gifted to her for their wedding present. She held a beautiful 
bouquet of white, dusty pink, and peach roses with baby's breath and blue hydrangea. 


Nick was resplendent in a simple black tux, dark blue bow tie and matching cummerbund. He stood tall and 
proud in the small chapel at Peterson Air Force Base watching the vision that glided toward him. Ken stood as 
his best man, Nick's brother TJ and Jon Eden were his other two attendants. Greta's best friend Robin 
Marshall was her maid of honor, her sister Karen, and another childhood friend Nikki Stewart were the brides 


maids. 


After the ceremony, they held an intimate dinner/wedding party at one of the best hotels in The Springs. 
After all of the traditional activities, Nick pulled his new bride to her feet for their first dance as husband and 
wife. For the song Nick selected the song that he knew she loved, Bed of Roses What he hadn't anticipated was 
that Jon and the band would be playing that live for them. 


Jon stepped up to his iconic white mic stand. "Ladies and gentlemen, it is my very great honor to sing this song 


to our good friend and fellow band member and his lovely bride. Nick and Greta Eden!" 

While Jon sang the love song, Nick softly sang the words to his bride. He looked into her golden eyes full of 
love. "Greta Eden," he said. "That sounds wonderful. Thank you for making me the happiest man in the 
universe." 

She smiled, stood on her tiptoes and kissed him. Then with a sly smile on her lips, a slight blush in her cheeks, 
and without apologizing to their quests, she lead him out of the ballroom, down the hallway, to the elevator, 
and to their room. 


"Make love to me Nick," she said one they entered their hotel room. It wasn't a request. 


He did as ordered. 


Epilogue 
September Zbth, 199b Colorado Springs, Colorado 


"Can't this thing go any faster?" Nick demanded as he kept glancing at the speedometer of the luxury SUV he 


rode in. 


"He going as fast as he can Hammer," Ken said reasonably. "You don't want us to get pulled over for speeding 


do you?" 


"No, of course not," Nick said sitting back and running his hands through his hair. "I knew we should have left 
last night," he said for the thousandth time. 


It was past Zam by the time everything was wrapped up and you were exhausted. What good would you be to 
Greta today if you hadn't gotten a few hours sleep?" Richie Sambora asked. 


"| don't know, | just know that I'd be there already. Hell's bells I'm going to be a father and my wife is alone!" 


"Hammer, she is hardly alone. Robin is with her, she is at the Academy hospital where Ice is interning and 
Robin said that half of the guys are there. Relax or we'll have to admit you for blowing a gasket!" Ken tried to 
calm his friend down, but he knew that he'd probably be the same way if he was about to be a father. 


"Nick, relax, we'll get there in time | promise," Jon Bon Jovi said as they exited the freeway. "Look, we're about 


ten minutes out." 


"She's in labor too early," Nick said anxiously looking for the exit to the Academy. He pointed to the left 


unnecessarily, "Turn left here.” 
"Yes, sir," the young driver said rolling his eyes but understanding the anxiousness of his passenger. 


Greta had gone into labor three weeks too early which caught the band out on the road for their last two 
shows. Luckily they had their last show in Denver in two days, but they had to fly in from Nevada first thing 
this morning after one of the best shows they had done to date. The second they got done with their second 
encore, one of the techs handed Nick the phone, which was Robin telling Nick that Greta had gone into labor. It 
had been hard trying to find a flight out, their own plane was being used by another group for a few days. 
Finally, they were able to secure another Cessna but Nick knew that he wasn't in any frame of mind to fly 
them, so he backed up Ken who get them there in short order. 


Finally arriving at the Air Force Academy, Nick handed the guard all of their IDs. The young guard did a double 
take at the names on their drivers licences. He couldn't see in the vehicle but returned the IDs and waved 


them through. 


Nick jumped out of the vehicle the second they were parked leaving Ken to guide Richie and Jon into the 
hospital. 


The former marine officer arrived at the maternity area and asked where he could find his wife. 


"Major Eden?" asked the assistant at the intake desk "She's in room 512." 


Greta and a nurse were slowly making their way down the hallway when she spotted Nick rounding the corner. 


Relief flooded her. 


"Greta!" Nick exclaimed and hurried over to her. "I got here as soon as | could. How are you love? How soon 


until the baby comes?" 


Greta let go of the nurse and stepped into Nick's arms. She took a couple of deep breaths to get her emotions 


under control and said, "I'm fine, and apparently not long." 

He tipped her head up and stared into her eyes. "lim glad we made it back in time," Nick whispered as he leaned 
down to kiss her. "You okay here love? Need to go back? Can | get you anything?" He held her as if she were 
made of glass. "Frak, I'm blathering on like an idiot here." 


Greta bent slightly, held her stomach, and hissed at another contraction and shook her head. 


"Maybe we should get you back to your room. Come on love nice and slow. We're going to see our baby Greta," 


he said happily. 


Greta squeezed Nick's hands tightly as he guided her back down the hall. The nurse murmured that she was 
going to get Dr. Layton 


Greta looked up at her husband, "How was last night's show?" 


Nick smiled and took her into his arms carefully guiding her back toward her room. "It was great. Probably one 


of the few times nothing went wrong." 
Just as they arrived at her room, Ken, Jon, and Richie arrived. 


Greta looked embarrassed to be standing there hugely pregnant, fighting through contractions, and in just a 
hospital gown and her robe with slippers on her feet. 


"Jon! Richie!" she exclaimed but squeezed Nick's hand as a much stronger contraction hit. The doctor, a young 
man about the same age as Nick arrived and helped Greta back into bed while Nick showed his friends to the 


waiting room. 


Nick returned to Greta's room and from that moment, things progressed very quickly. They moved her into 
the delivery room and Nick was put into service at Greta's side coaching her to breathe through the pain and 
he wiped down her brow as she rested. 

The doctor returned and they quickly prepared for the arrival of the baby. 

"Okay," said Dr. Layton a few minutes later. "On the next contraction | need you to push, Greta, okay?" 


Nick stood at Greta's side and Layton waved him over. 


"You're going to want to see this Dad. The baby's head is beginning to crown. With this next push, we should 
get the head out." 


Nick gave Greta's hand a squeeze before he went do join the doctor. 
"Okay Greta, here we go, push!" 

Greta screwed up her face and pushed until her ears started to ring 
Good job sweetheart!" Nick exclaimed. "I can see the head!" 


"Okay, Greta don't push; pant through the next contraction, the cord is around the baby's neck" they were 


able to remove the cord and on the next contraction Layton instructed her to push. 


Nick watched in amazement as Greta bore down and the baby's shoulders popped out, followed by the rest of 
the tiny body. 


‘Its a boy sweetheart!" Nick exclaimed holding the baby in his arms while Layton dealt with preparing to cut 
the cord. 


He clamped off the cord and waited until it stopped pulsing. 
"Want to cut the cord Dad?" the doctor asked Nick 


"Of course, Nick gently handed the now squalling baby boy to Layton and he took the scissors to sever the 


connection between Greta and the baby. 


Greta watched as Nick cut the cord, feeling strangely dissociated from the scene. "It's a boy?" she murmured, 
Nick's words finally catch up to her. 


"Aye love, and he's beautifull" he exclaimed. He lay the baby upon Greta's stomach and he moved to her side. 
He kissed her as she looked happily into his eyes. 


"Just one more push Greta, a little one and we'll get you all cleaned up." Layton instructed. 

The nurse came to take the baby to clean him and weigh and measure him. 

"You did brilliantly love," Nick whispered as he wiped her sweat dampened face. 

"He's okay?" asked Greta, looking over at the wailing baby the nurse was weighing and measuring. 


"He's perfect," Nick said. It wasn't long before Greta was clean and stitched up and allowed to hold the baby 


once again. 


"See that?" Nick asked in wonder as he took hold of the tiny hand and counted the tiny fingers. Then he 
counted the toes. "He's just perfect." 


"Have you picked a name out?" Layton asked. 

"Brandon," murmured Greta. "Brandon Nicholas." 

"What a lovely name," the nurse smiled. "Alright let's get you back to your room. There are a lot of people out 
in the waiting room that are anxiously awaiting news. It'll be a few minutes before she's ready if you want to 
inform your friends," she said to Nick 

Nick planted a light kiss on Greta's head and nodded. "I'll see you in a few, sweetheart," he murmured. 

He walked out into the waiting room with a somewhat stunned expression on his face. He was surprised to see 
that their visitors had grown from Ken, Jon, and Richie to include all of his former team, his sister Suanne, 
and John McKay. 


"We have a son, Brandon Nicholas Eden. He is 2I inches long, eight pounds three ounces." 


There was a chorus of congratulations from all present. By the time everyone left after seeing Greta and the 


baby, the room was filled with balloons, flower, and stuffed animals. 


Nick sat on the edge of the bed with his arm around Greta as she fed their son. He gently stroked his son's 
tiny hand and kissed his wife. 


Two years later Gina Marie Eden followed her brother, then just eighteen months later twins John Richard and 
David Tico Eden rounded out the Eden family. 


THE END 


